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Sea-Rah created by 
LEWIS GRAINGER 


Oh no! 
What's that? 


What - what is that | know everything! I’m 
thing? Who are you? the Doctor - and that's 
And how do you know Sea-Kah! If you want 

to live, then run - head 
for those rocks! 


Beachcombing is great fun. You never know 
what you're going to find. Even a lost coin 
can seem like treasure - imagine what 
finding a real gemstone would be like! 


Hey - what's 
fhís? Looks like 
a diamond! 


You've never heard 
of Sea-Rah? | thought 
everyone had heard 
of Sea-Rah! What are 
they teaching you at 

school these days? 


"The Mace should contain the special 
Time Stone of (sop, but it’s missing 
- fell through a hole in time and ended 
up here somewhere. Now Sea-Rah only 
exists to guard the stone, so he's going 

to go mad until he finds it again." 


Sea-Rah thinks USES 
he's here to rule X i j 
the ocean but he's [s : = - (radi used 
actually a genetically i / ( RI \ beach before : 
engineered guardian / s NY i 
from the Treasare 
Vaults of Skeer- 
Rhosis. D'you see 
that whopping great 
mace he's waving 
around? 


Oh, unlucky. Sea-Rah 


will follow that stone anywhere 
through time and space - 
the genetic bond is that strong. 
But maybe we can turn bad 
luck into good luck - for 
everyone. Come on! 


Well, sort of spaceship, sort 
of time machine, sort of police 
box. Now, if we can take the 
jewel to a distant planet 
with an abundance of food 
and no innocent bystanders 
or holiday-makers... Sea-Rah 
should follow. 


This is your 
spaceship? 


Here we are - just the place. 
The planet Kerun Za in the 
29th Galaxy. No one around to 

disturb Sea-Rah or steal his 
Time Stone. He can live here in 
perfect peace and harmony. » 


it’s time | took 
you home! 
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This is Anfon Mordillo, one of 
the world's greatest tenors - or 
at least, he will be soon. 


Mordillo's a big hit with the public 
- he's pulling in the crowds, 
turning a surprising variety of 
people into opera lovers. 
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Including the last of the 
Time Lords. 


This is the Vienna Sfate Opera, 
one of the most famous opera 
houses in the world. 


Tonight, Puccini's grand 
opera Turandot is playing 
to a packed house. 


Ma il mio mistero è 
chiuso in me, il nome 
mío nessun saprà!... 
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.. All'alba vincerò! 
Vincerò... 
VINCERÒHHHHHH! 


Bravo! 
Bravo! 


How can | carry 
on? How can | 
continue Knowing 
that - oh! 


A splendid 
performance, Anton! 
Another splendid 
performance! 


Just let me 
get to my dressing 
room, Herr Grolst! 


Oh, Mordillo, you 
stupid fool! What 
have you done? Such a cruel 


twist of fate - to 
bring such success 
and happiness now, 
just when I deserve 
it least! 


By the Blue Star of Bifrop! 
What the devil are you 
doing there? Get out! 
No autographs! 


| don't want your 
aufograph, Anton. 


No! You want my skin! 
My heart, torn out still 
beating and held up in your 
clenched fist as a trophy! 
My head on a stick! 


Well, | won't 
allow it! 
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Eerrgh! What have A Stop struggling. l've Now that you've 

you done/? Desist only disrupted your / shed your human 
n your a \ disguise, | thought 

, vibrations this ; you might feel a bit 
instant, you fiend! more comfortable. 


So this is it. You've 
got me. Now what? A 
quick stun beam and 
a one-way teleport to 
oblivion? Or a full-on 

disintegrator ray? Zap! 
No more Mordillo. 


Don't be daff, 
Mordillo. | Know 
all about you — 
you're a deserter 
from the Dredge 
Mines. But I’m not 
interested in that. 


Nah, I’m the 
Doctor. | don't 
do hunting and 
l'm not keen on 

bounties. 


But | don't take 
kindly to members of the 
Thieves Guild of Kardol, 
either - and this tattoo tells 
me you're a fully paid-up 
member, Mordillo. You're also 
a wanted con-artist in seven 
different star systems. 


Y-you’re not? But | 
thought you were a 
bounty hunter. 


| had to go on the run, and 
flee to Earth! Galactic Law 
Enforcement was on my 
tail, and the Thieves Guild 
had sent their revenge 
assassins after me as well! 


| came here and 
disguised myself as 
a human being. It was 
easy! They're all so 
gullible here, a good 
conman can sell them 
anything! 


That was just a 
happy accident. 


Serendipity! 


| can explain, 
Doctor! Honest! 


Yes, | was a member 
of the Thieves Guild. | was 
sold into criminal slavery 
at birth, you see. It wasn't my 
fault! And I’m on the run from 
the Penal Mines of Dredge, it’s 
true - but only because | was 
caught and framed for a crime 
| didn’t commit in the 
Habius Galaxy... 


Suchasan ` 
alien who can 
sing tenor? 


Bless you. It’s true, I’ve 
managed to make an 
honest career out of the 
simple fact that | can sing, 
Doctor. That was five 
Earth years ago - and 
now I’m a sell-out at opera 
houses all over Europe. 


Well, | had intended to 
hand you over to the 
Galactic Authorities. 

| don't normally 
approve of alien 
criminals hiding out on 
my favourite planet. 


Mordillo, your good fortune 
wasn't the simple fact that you 
can sing. Your good fortune 
is that you sing brilliantly. 
Talent like yours is extremely 
rare - not only on this planet, 
but all over the cosmos. 


There is a chance - just 
a chance - that | could 
escape conviction, if you 

were to plead on my behalf 

to the Judoon, Doctor... 


| think we can do 
better than that, Mordillo. 
No need to involve-the 
Judoon if we can help 
it. They're a pretty 
narrow-minded 
bunch and they don't 
like opera. 


| think you've made a better 
life for yourself here on 
Earth. And you're making a 
lot of people very happy. If 
you keep your real identity 
secret, there's really no 
need for you to stop. 


| was due to appear at the À 
Sydney Opera House 
next month. Now | suppose 
"il be deported instead. 
A one-way trip back to the 
Penal Mines of Habius - or 
even Inkarsera! 


You mean - in the words of 
Puccini's Prince Calàf, “But 
my secret is hidden within me, 
my name no one shall know..." 


Exactly. Just stay 
here, Mordillo, and JA 


do what you do besf. What!? Forever? Y 
Do you really mean ` 
that, Doctor? 


Let's just say that l'Il 
call back for you again 
sometime, maybe after you've 
played the Sydney Opera House. 
But I'm a busy man, Mordillo. 
There are plenty of ofher stars 
to see. | might just forgef to 
come back for this one. 


Join the Doctor and 
Donna for an all-new 
adventure next week! 


AUK V sie 7 Just as well, the planets 
there are a little dull 


NIGHTMARE ON THE BOULEVARD [iy Nia 


PART ONE 


Just keep holding 
on, Donna, the 
TARDIS isn't used 
to taking such 
precise instructions! 


Yikes! Stop 
waffling and tell 
this thing to stop 

being such a 

drama queen! 


| only asked her to 
take us to Hollywood, 
not some alien world 
E ) EUN in the middle of the 
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Nearly there. 
HOLD ON! 


Here we are - the ES "o GC o "ar vum 
glamour, the glitz, ae see 
the sequins, the... Æ Lako? g HOLLYWOOD! 

3 UTI More like 


_ anything 2 E driftwood... Where 
interesting! = y : Js everybody? 


Let’s find 
out! 


Maybe this 
is the way 
Hollywood 
stars live 
nowadays. 


... Miss Hubble... Miss 
Hubble, can you tell us 
what your next movie 
is going to be about? 
Miss Hubble? 


| would 
doubt that. 


One thing you 
can always rely 
on is that the 
stars love their 
coffee! 


A coffee for me and my 
friend here, and some 
information... What 


happened to Hollywood? 


Amelia Hubble. Turned up 

about three years ago and 

they say she’s the one that 

brought the celebs to their 

knees and this whole town 
to a screaming halt. 


Try 10826 
Sunset 
Boulevard! 


Where can we 
find her? 


Donna, there's 
something very 
wrong about 


all this... Doctor, 


LOOK! 


Awww, Daniel 
Radcliffe got 
a star! 


How come this woman's 
been allowed to have 
such control over this 
town? This is crazy, 
don't tell me... she's 
an alien from another 

planet... Doctor? 


Well? You don't 
seriously think a 
single alien could 
take over a city like 
this do you? 


Anything's 
possible! 


No answer... 
Hold on... 


Look at this... It looks very like 


something... 
a creature... I’ve 
seen before. 
Come on! 


Recognise it? 


It took you 
long enough... 


You are not the first to 
invade my home! Why 


does every brown-coat- 
wearing journalist and 
their girlfriend assistants 
think they can just waltz in 
without an invitation. 


And I’m so very 
patient with them. 
But then | can feel 
their hunger for 
. Their 


information.. 
creative spirit... 


| thought | recognised 
the creature on the 
doorbell, it’s a Cíon. 
A creature that sucks 
all thoughts and ideas 
out of the brain and 
leaves you completely 
mindless. Whatever 


you do... 


DON'T LET 
(T TOUCH 


YOU! 


LOOK OUT! 


h! A TIME LORD! 


Ah! 
Your stories and 


ideas will keep me 
going FOREVER! 


Are you 
alright? 
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BOULEVARD 


PART TWO 


Oh no you don't, 
you overgrown 
iceberg! 
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The Cions feed 
off creative thoughts 
and energy from 
the brain. I’m 
surprised it’s taken 
her so long to suck 
this place dry. 


[7 Are you saying 
she's left all the 
creative forces 

in Hollywood 
míndless? 


Well not 
mindless as such, How are 


just... well... yes, we going to 
okay, mindless... find her? 


Where did 


You interrupted 
the plasma 
exchange! 


Did you see those strands 
inside her body? They 
are what keep her alive. 
Interrupt fhose and it's 
like someone sticking their 
finger in your eye. 


Wherever she 
is, she’s not far 
away... 


| Meanwhile... | 


A Time Lord. The last of 
his kind! He's lived for 
centuries. BRILLIANT! When 
l've finished with this city, 
he'll be next! 


Worse than that 
- it’s a brain 
storm! 


Haven't you got a 
better way of seeking 
out an alien than 
searching through 
their paperwork?! 


She must have 
some kind of 
plan otherwise 
she wouldn't be 
sticking around! 
Ah-ha! 


What is it? 
Plans for an 
invasion of the 
. world? 


Read the email. 
We've got to 
get back to the 
TARDIS! 


brain storm?! 


One last feed... 


"This is just fo say that l'm really 
looking forward to our brain storm 
with you tomorrow night and, as you 
are the last T occid talent in this city, 

l'm looking forward to feeding off 
your creativity...’ 


| Oh that's just 
- not funny... 


Wait a minute — 
the "last great 
talent’... Oh no! 


Listen, if you do this 

for me | promise l'Il 

replace your lateral 
balance cones. 


| don't 
believe it! 


How can 
you be sure 
she's here? 


You don't need to do this. 
Your race - the Cions - | 
remember them. Such a 
beautiful planet. You were 
a peaceful race living off 
the plasma your world 
naturally produced. 


Doctor... 
Welcome... 


Why are you 
doing this? l've 
heard of rich 
pickings but this 
is just silly! 


lam Seer, | 
am the last of 
my kind... 


Yes, | know 
how that 
feels... 


And now these 
humans are 
all | have left! 


Well, that and 
the internet. 


The internet? 
Doctor, kind of 
life and death 
situation here, 
there's no time to 
go surfing. 


Then maybe you 
can help rebuild this 
town and restore 
those you have 
sucked dry. 


If you want to stay here 
on Earth, | can make you 
a simple interface that 
will allow you to get the 
creative plasma energy 
direct from the internet. 


By the way, Mr 

Alan Crawford 

- a pleasure to 
meet you. 


No thanks 
- | hate 
sci-fi! 


Now, fhís should 
be exciting 

- Space Bugs! 

| love this movie! 


What do you 
say? 


Since my world 
was destroyed, 
| have trusted 
no-one, Doctor. 


No need for 
trust, Seer. 
Just try it out! 


—_ 7 Something fishy is 
l definitely going on 


ESE — re 
here. This farm is all 
but deserfed, except 


for these cows. 


Hey, maybe it’s the 

weekend retreat for [e | | 
some city banker who } Ee j 
keeps them as pets? / 4 H ; 


No, this is À 
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Maybe 
everyone is out 
harvesting or 


something? It’s a dairy farm. 
| don't think 
milking the cows 
really counts as 
harvesting, as : 
such. Isn't that | don't know. 
right, Jemima? d Is got the feeling of 
= being abandoned, 
and in a hurry. 


The cows These tracks are very 
don't seem odd. Like slugs trails 
too bothered, - slightly acidic. | wonder 
though. what made them? 


Curiouser and 
curiouser... 


That's not at 
all spooky! 


Hello? Is 
anyone at 
home? 


None of 
the lights 
are working. 
No power. 


Smelly old diesel-fuelled 
generator. And there’s a 
handy wind-farm just down 
the road, stuffed full of 
clean, renewable energy. 


Hello? 
Who's there? 


Oh well, they get there 
in the end. 


Have they gone? 
The things. Have 
they gone?! 


Easy there. I’ve not 
seen any ‘things’, and 
| know a ‘thing’ when 
| see one, believe me. 
Are you alone? What 

happened here? 


Is it me, or can 
| smell freshly 
baked bread? 


There is a loaf in here, 
but the oven is stone 
cold. It’s like it’s not 

been lit for weeks. 


l'm going to check 
the fuse box and 
the generator. See 
if you can't find any 
more clues. 


What's fhís? The 


transformer looks like it's 
been gnawed by a birds 


beak. Or something else 


with a beak - a bíg beak! 


They appeared out of 
nowhere. We all ran or 
hid, but they didn't seem 

interested in us. Geoff 
made a run for it in the 
tractor, but one of them 

went after him... 


Then they went for the 

generator. \t was like 

they were sucking the 
electricity right out 


What do they 
look like, these 
‘things’? 


of everything. 


Metallic and tall. With 
blades at the top, like 
wings, only they wouldn't 
stop spinning. 


Ah. Um. You 
know when | said 
| hadn't seen 
anything ‘thingy’...? 
Well | may have 
been a bit hasty. 


l've not seen a telly like 

that since | was a kid. 

It's only got buttons for 
fhree channels. 


Bet they haven't 
got broadband. 
ril have to make do 
with this newspaper. 


Eeeeek!! 


Harold Wilson? He 
hasn't been Prime 
Minister for thirty 
something years. Not 
since... 1970! 


But they didn’t 
even have wind 
farms in 1970! 


Hurry up! My 
lion taming skills 
won't hold them 
off for long. 


They must be after her 
mobile phone. It's the 
only power source in 
the farm house. 


| need something 
with a higher 
power footprint 
to distract them. 
But what? 


Of course! 


What are 
you doing?! 


Come on! We 
have to find a way 
to sfop them. 


Those blades are 
pefals. These creatures 
are plants, weeds, like 
super-evolved 
dandelions, but with 
a chunk of great 
white shark too. 


What? Of course! 
Unprocessed cows 
milk! Full of good stuff 
for people, but not 
these chaps. Jemima, 
you're brilliant. 


Don't tell me 
- these alien 
weed creatures 
are lactose 
intolerant! 


Don't worry. | sawaN _ 
chap do something » 
similar in that M 


Jurassic Park?! 
But the T-Rex 
almost ate the 

man who tried it! 


l've seen similar 
species before. 
Their seed pods ride 
the cosmic winds 
until they make 
planet-fall. 


Then they spread 
like wildfire, draining 
the planet of every last 
amp of energy. Earth 
is in ferrible danger. 


paar 


Stop them? With 
those blades, how 
are we even going to 
get close?! 


So what we need 
is weed killer. Lots 


of weed killer! 
| prefer an 


organic solution. 
ome kind of 
substance they can't 
absorb, to short 
circuit their biological 
batteries. 


Lucky it’s not a nut 
allergy, eh? We'd have 
a tricky time getting 
enough bags of dry 
roasted peanuts to 
sort this lot out. 


Perfect. It’s our lucky 
day! The farm didn't 
make its delivery to 
the dairy this morning. If | can draw the 
The tanker is full. creatures fowards the 
TARDIS they'll think they've And when | 
hit the energy mother shout twist... 
lode, and that will put 
them right where we 
want them. 


In the middle of =~ d Cy, ~~ 
the farmyard, ‘a = =x DTT Yep. | told 
right in front of _ ex you it was our 
this shed...! = | Sy ~ lucky day! Get 
ready to open 
that tap... 


Grnn. It's not 
moving}! 


Now 
would be 


Sorry your Not a problem. 

sonic got =] After all, there's 
mangled. Can no use crying 
you fix it? over spilt milk! 


THECONTINUIDAGAP 


Script CHRISTOPHER COOPER Art JOHN ROSS ^ 7 to be back. 
Colours ALAN CRADDOCK Letters PAUL VYSE e 


| thought your travel unit 
had the power to alter 
Come on its shape. Can't you make 
keep up! it into something with a 
bigger door? 


X 


A 


Hang on. 
No. No. 


Oh Falanx, stop moaning. Somethi 

You'll get used to it. An d 

besides, it’s been that isn’t right. 
shape for regenerations! 


What is it 
Doctor? 
Danger? No, | can't quite 
put my finger 
on it. Everything 
seems so 


The pet dodos 
playing dominos in 
the park, the hover 

yachts, the third 
moon. All perfectly 
normal, but... 


Of course! l'm wearing 
football boofs! Why am 
| wearing football boots? | 
do a lot of running around 
in my line of work. If | did 
all my running around on 

a football pitch then fine, 

but | don’t...! 


These are utterly 
impractical. 
Plimsoles! That's 
what l'd wear. 
Nice rubber-soled 
plimsoles. 


Now that... 
That is weird. 
Actually, this 
is all weird. 


And since when did | 
travel with an eight- 
foot-tall armoured 
lobster called 
Falanx? 


OK. It worked for the 


It’s all in the contract, 
Doc. | provide 
Extreme Protection 


shoes. What else can | 
think back to normal? 
Concentrate. 


Services at 
a competitive 
hourly rate. 

Oi, what's 
happening? 
Bits of me keep 
going plop! 


Something has ‘ 

gone very, very 

wrong with local 
space/time... 


Doctor, what 
is going on? 


Oh, that's 
horrible! Why 
have I got lobster 
claws instead of 
hands? Eugh! I 
feel all Racnossy. 


- Yeah, that's a 


Donna! could hug dr CS lovely, but 
you! | won't because of what are you 
` the claw thing, but if it ; iie going to do 
= \ wasn't for them | would ž , : i about these? 
definitely hug you. , 


Don't worry, Ill 
A sort it. But first we 
LL need to find out what's 
L going on here. 


| don't know if ) If | didn't know better, 


ae ee it’s definitely a local l'a say gamepne has 
à been fiddling with Earth's 


Eatin 2 anon henomenon, as we 
Wes A y Waren affected until timeline, but this is all just 
kof are | we left the TARDIS, so random. Is almost 
a Paer ION es and even then we've like everyone on the 
been able to counteract planet has had a go! 
\ dts effect, sort of... 


Donna, I’m a 
bit busy with this 
Dodo right now to 
answer questions! 


Call me suspicious, but 
if we're talking history 
shuffling, | think that 
place might have had 
something to do with it. 


Can | borrow 
your phone, 
Donna. | think we 
need to book an 
appointment. 


Looks that way. 
Shall we lend our 
support 2 We | fo see you're ' 

cause’ T ; ; P Its important to keep 
stil Kevin, | track of what little reality 

you can, comrade. 
Would you be interested 
in signing our petition? 


Is it for a good cause, 
or just market research? 
Because | don’t really need 
the chance to win a free 
holiday to Torremolinos. 


D^ 
Still on hold. 
l'm number 
13,346 in the 
queue, but my 
call is really 
important to 
them. 


What do you 
reckon is going 
on? Some kind of ] 
demonstration? i Might as well. 
Whatever they're 
protesting about, it 
‘can’t be any madder 


than everything rE U 
else here. l (ida 


D... don't worry. I 

have others. You're 

a victim, then? Of 
ReThinx? 


We think she 
may be. 


Sorry, | should introduce A They have a device Fascinating. And 
the cause. We are F.A.D, / which allows people to they sell this as a 
the Friends of Authoritative a change any decisions service to the rich 
Decisions. We believe every Pa they made in their past, and famous? 
decision should be final, ES changing the enfíre 
and that you should make , 2 course of their life. 
the best of the cards | 
fate has dealt you. 


So what's your 
problem with 
ReThinx? What's 
their secret? 


iffi | So anyone can mess Well at least Oh no. Militia 
dnce Eee ERU pim with their own past. No you seem to be Infiltrators, 


trading, these days 
pretty much everyone 
is rich and famous! 


wonder Earth’s history getting a lot of sent to make up 
is in such a jumble! support. Look at the numbers. 
This is serious. all these people. 


Make up the | | Any gathering of 
numbers? H more than 7.25 people 
Why would H is classed as an illegal 
they do that? protest. They'll be 
A sending in Crowd 
Control any second. 


Oh no! Get 
out of here, while 
you still can! 


By command of 
the /sle of Wight 
(mperium, you are 
all under arrest. 

DO NOT MOVE! 


VM 
«€ FIND OUT WHAT 
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Previously in Doctor Who Adventures: 
Earth's history has been shuffled like 
a deck of cards, thanks to decision- 
changing company ReThinx. 


Caught up in a protest against the 
company by FAD - the Friends of 
Authoritative Decisions, the Doctor 
and Donna face arrest by the Isle of 
Wight Imperium Militia... 


We need to get into the 
compound. l'd use my 
Sonic screwdriver, but 
for some reason it's 
turned into a sonic 
foothbrush. 


Doctor, | think 
maybe it’s time 
we did the usual... 
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Hello. | have a 3pm | | | Three o'clock? 
appointment for | Lady Philomena 
a consultation at | | Philpot? 

ReThinx. ; 


See. 
Plimsoles. 
Perfect. 


You know, 
despite smelling 
of fish, these 
claws come in 
pretty useful. 


OK. There's 
reception. Look 
normal. 


That's easy 
enough for you 
to say. 


That's, erm... Me! 
Yes. Lady Philomena 
Philpot. It’s a 
family tradition. Or 
something. Here’s 
my ID. 


Now, please leave quietly 
" ; or | shall be forced to 
bc call security. 
S poilsport. 
How did you 
know? 


l've got a 
Masters degree 
in Psychic 
Divination, sir. 


| have a very urgent 
need to see this ReThinx 
bloke. So just open the 
security gate and let 
us through, or you'll be 
getting an exfremely 
clumsy manicure, care 
of these beauties. 


Ah! It so happens 
we've just this second 
had a cancellation! 
Please, go straight 
on through. 


Psychic or not, | 
bet you didn't see 
that coming! — | 


You're getting 

rather attached 

to those, aren't 
you? 


They do come 
in handy. Get 
it? Handy! 


l'm afraid Lady Philpot is 
indisposed. | was passing 
by and had a bit of time on 
my hands, so | thought I'd 
fill in and see what all the 
fuss is about. 


Your Ladyship, 
it’s so good to... 
What? But you're 
not Lady Philpot! 


Sir Stephen 
Cropper, | 
presume? 


lam Sir You're not some of those FAD 
Stephen, yes... 
Ouch! 


people are you? l'Il give you 
anything you want, just please 
don't hurt me. Everything just got 
out of hand! 


No offence. 


Don't worry, we're 
not FAD. All | really 
want is to see this 
marvellous machine 
of yours. 


What? | 
didn't even 
clíck them! 


But Doctor, what 
about all the mad 
sfuff going on 
out there? 


Brilliant piece of 
theatrical design, 
but utterly, utterly 
fake. 


Ha! This 
is brilliant! z Thank you. | 
Beautiful, in fact. spent years 
perfecting the 
design, once l'd 
figured out the 
science. 


Oh, I’m not denying he's 
created one ferríble 


E7 Science? 
This is pure 


theatre! 4 


mess, but this is all 
smoke and mirrors. 
Flashing lights and things 
that go ‘ping’. 


In a bed and 
breakfast in 
Cardiff. 


Cardiff? What 
is it with Cardiff? 
It’s like a Mecca 

for absent-minded 
aliens! 


| was on the road, 
selling office 
furniture. Things 
weren't going so 
well, and then | 
found the cap. 


. Of course, | knew | could 
never use it myself. Any 
decision | changed in my past 
would mean / would never 
have found fhe cap to use 
it in the first place, creating a 
temporal paradox... 


But | Anew other 
people were unhappy 
enough with their lot in 
life to pay bíg bucks 

to use the cap, so | 
founded ReThinx, and 

the rest is history. 


Where did 
you get this? 


lass l 
designed 
ites? 


No you didn't. Do 
you know how much 
danger you've put 
this planet in? Now 
where did you get it? 


So you felt 


compelled to try 


it on, right? 


Was history, you 
mean! Doctor, what 
is this thing? 


Yes, and it was wonderful. | 
saw all the mistakes l'd made in 
the past, and at the very same 

moment all the possibilities 

that would have happened had | 
taken a different path. 


A relic of the Dark Times. 
There was once a race of called 
the Hyffons, whose planet 
was embroiled in a terrible 
war, until someone created the 
Continuity Cap, reshaping the 
planet's political history to stop 

the war from ever happening. 


But the cap fell into the ` 
wrong hands and was 
misused. So much history 
was changed that the entire 


Luckily, there is an easy way gie 
to resef everything. Problems | TM | 
with the space-time continuum | Soon. | 
are a bit like finding a pulled er 
thread in a ridiculously long 
scarf. Once you know where 
the thread has come loose, 
it’s easy enough to fix. 


And that’s what's 
going to happen to 


Sir Stephen, all you 
the Earth? 


have to do is put on 
the Continuity Cap and 
revisit the decision you 
made that started all 
this. Decide nof to wear 
the cap, and leave it 
in a sealed envelope 
addressed to me instead. , 


Along with billions of 
other parallel Earths. 
The cap swaps paths 
of history between 
dimensions, so it’s not 
just this Earth that’s 
in such a mess. - 


So, it’s not 
too late? 


But if | go back 
and change things 
then, then this 
now will never have 
happened and you'll 
never have been here 
to tell me to go back 
to then! 


D Is never too late, 


Oh my. All | wanted Donna. Quickly! We 


was to make things 
better, but instead 
(‘ve almost destroyed 
the planet! 


My hands! | have 
hands! It worked. 
Everything is back 


to how it should be. 


And look 
who it is. 


need to be inside the 

protection field of 

the TARDIS for this 
to work. 


Which just goes to 
show that for every 
ropey decision you 
make, somethin 
good may someday 
come of it. 


| have a habit of 
turning up where I’m 
not wanted. Just put 
the cap on. 


Right, chop chop! 
We've got a 
package to collect, 
in Cardiff. 
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d An amazing feat of 

99th century engineering 
allows the wormhole to 

be used as a short cut 
by spacecraft making 
interstellar journeys... 


Distances that once 
took years to travel 
at light-speeds can 
now be crossed in less 
than an afternoon! 


That's the trouble 
with the TARDIS. 
Sometimes you 
forget that there 
are other ways 
to travel. 


Look! There's N 


an Oríon 
Starleaper just 
going through! 
Wow! Wouldn't 
you just love to 
have a 
at that! 


Oh, | dunno - 
l've never been 
one for roller 
coasters. 


Aw, yes! Donna, 
this is the famous 
Stellion Gate! It's 
one of the galaxy's 

greatest technological 
achievements! 


It’s actually a 
naturally occurring 
funnel through space- 
time called a wormhole, 
connecting one end of 
this galaxy to the other... 


This isn't 
a fairground 
ride, Donna! It's 
for real! 


el LL 1C 
GATE TOLL 


HEAVY CRUISERS ONLY 500K Ge 
LIGHT CRUISERS ONLY 350K <e 
SUBLIGUT VESSELS ONY 200K 


What are you so 
excited about? 
It's a flyover. 


You know - 
short cut. And 
this place reminds 


A me of a motorway 


service station. 


Which reminds me 
- l'm Aun ngry and you 


promise 
not a spaceship- 


me dinner, 


spotter's convention. 


l'm nof a 
spaceship- 
spotter! 


* € 


You are so a 
spaceship-spotter. | 
saw the way you were 


droolíng over that 
Orion Leapfrogger, or 
whatever it was. 


Starleaper. 
Absolute 
classic... 


Why do people always 
eat junk in these places? 
Its like they think because 
they're not in a real 
A place they don't have to 
eat real food... 


Sosorry, \ | Just make sure 
\ it’s your last 
NN 7 before / do. / 


Oi! Hound of 
Horror! Pick 


sir... Beg your E 
on someone > Go easy - 


/ Gah! Look pardon... | can 


Oh, look out 
- someone's 
throwing a 
wobbler... 


where you're 
going, you 
Jinian dolt! 


assure you it 
was just a silly 
mistake... <L 


D 
I'm the Doctor and 
this is my friend 
Donna. Sorry about 
that, it’s Donna's first 
visit here and she’s a 
bit overexcited... 


Speak for 
yourself...! 


Er, point taken 
| - sorry, again. | 
should know better, 
Ambassador...? / 


So what brings 
you here, 
Ambassador 
Volfus? 


your own size!) that’s an 
: Jd Angrodox Space 
Dog. Not exactly 
renowned for their 
patience... 


Don’t apologise. 
| was just about to 
congratulate you 
- not many people 
have the guts to stand 
up to an Angrodox 
Ambassador. 


Ambassador? 
He said 
you were a 
Space Dog. 


A common enough 
epithet, given the 
Angrodox lineage - but 
not one that we enjoy. 
| might as well call you 
a Space Ape. 


The Stellion wormhole 
passes directly through 
Angrodox Space. | am 
here to help settle a 
territorial dispute with 
the owners. l thought the 
wormhole's location 
was more virtual 
than actual. How can 
it threaten Angrodox 
interests? 


If they own bofh | bring you This should 
ends of the wormhole, greetings from the be interesting! 
then they might lay Angrodox Pack These guys have 
claim to what Worlds. never got on... 


lies befween. 


| bet they 
fight like cats 
and dogs. 


The wormhole crosses Your objections 
Angrodox Space and are noted but 
we object to any attempts unfounded, 
by the Fatkat Corporation Volfus. We control 
to take control of it. the Sfellion 
Gate, not the 
wormhole itself. Sirs! There's been 
an emergency - 
the Stellion Gate has 
malfunctioned! 


Malfunctioned? 
In what way? 


A number of 
spacecraft using 
the gate have 
disappeared! 


Isn't that the general If this is a Don't be stupid. 
idea? Ships go in Fatkat fríck to It's more likely 

this end, disappear, increase the foll sabotage - as a 

and then reappear result of Angrodox 
at the other end. S ; interference! 


But these 
spaceships have 
nof reappeared Impossible. The 
at the other end, Wem hole is a simple 
madam. constriction in space- 
fíme - a virtual funnel. 
Nothing can simply 
vanísh inside a tunnel. 


Only with blatant lies. 
i We have suspected 
Bo you experi a the work of Angrodox 


icto * agents for some time! 


ridiculous 
accusation? 


Hold on a minute! If any Oi! Put a 
spaceships have gone sock in it, 
missing, you should be the pair of 
n about the crews you! You listen to the Doctor, 
and passengers! Tíddles - he might look 
like a spaceship-spotting 
nerd, but if you're having 
technical problems, then 
he's the man to sort it 
ouf. Got it? 


Enough of this! 
Close down the 
Gate - and seíze 
these dirty dogs! 


Is more In English, 


than a technical please, 
problem, Donna. Doctor. 
These readings 
indicate a massive 
spatial flux in the 
wormhole. 


Do you 
really believe the 
This way! We answer to the 
have to get to 
the gate before it 


problem lies inside 
the wormhole, 
closes down! 


Doctor? 


That's right, 
f. Volfus. We need 
a spaceship, 
and fast. 


| know just 
the thing! 
This way! 


Is not the Stellion 
Gate that's at fault - Lf 2 
it’s the wormhole itself. : Br doti. 
Those spaceships are : CONTROLLED 
stuck in the tunnel! 


AREA - ERK! p 


All aboard! 


You've been 
waiting for an 
excuse to do this, 
haven't you? 


Brilliant — this is 

a genuine FG-7 
Rocketship, Donna. 
They don't make ‘em 

like this anymore... 


| take it this is 
your spaceship, 
Volfus? 


ANGRODOX FG-1! 

YOU DO NOT HAVE 
PERMISSION TO BLAST OFF! 
RETURN TO STATION CONTROL 
IMMEDIATELY! THE STELLION 
GATE IS CLOSED TO ALL 


TRAFFIC! 


But where 


are we going, 
Doctor? 


genome 


oe 


My pride and joy 
- one of the first ever 
ion drives. It's a 
classic, you know... 


Straight into the 
wormhole, Volfus! 
| want to find out 
what's in there! Hang 
on - here we go! 


At the controls of the ship are the 
Doctor, Donna and their new friend 
- Volfus, the Angrodox Ambassador! 


A spaceship plunges through the famous 
Sfellion Gate - a wormhole which 
stretches from one side of the galaxy to 

the other like a cosmic funnel... 
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Wow! Look at 
that - we're 
actually inside 
the wormhole! 


We've left 
normal space 
behind, Donna. 4 


Left it behind? But I 
like normal space. | want 
| normal space back. | never 
thought l'd say this, but 
| feel comfortable in 
normal space. 


We can't go back, 
Donna. The flight 
controls aren't 
responding and the 
power levels have 
dropped to zero. 


And we’re not the 
only ones. Look 
- there are the 

missing ships. Not 
even that Orion 

Starleaper made 

it through. 


Wait a sec. As | 
understand it, this 
wormhole thing is 
just like a tunnel in 
space, right? 


Well, no, not exactly... 


is more like a 


Yes, we're 
stuck. Along with 
everyone else, it 

seems... 


Krzzk! Calling 


rocketship 
FG-1! Calling 
FG-1! Are you 


collapsed space-time 
conduit with a quantum 
beginning and quantum 


We're drifting. 


| can never 
understand a 


quantum word you're 


saying. Let's call it 
a tunnel. And we're 


stuck inside it, right? 


end i Nie Im 


receiving me? 
Over! Kzzzk! 


This is 
FG-1. Angrodox 
Ambassador 
Volfus 
speaking... 


Kzzk! This is Orion 
X77-0 calling. You are 
here to rescue us, 
aren't you...? 


Of course we are! 
Hello! This is the Doctor 
speaking. I’m afraid 
we’re trapped in the 
wormhole along with you 
at the moment, but we 
are working on a plan... 


What do you mean, 

"not alone"? There's 

plenty of other ships 
— in here with us... 


| don't mean the 

other ships and 

their crews, Doc. 
| mean... the 
monsters! 


You will be S 
removed! 


Oh, so we do 
actually have a 
plan, do we? 


warn you that 
being trapped here 

is only half the 
problem, Doctor... 


By the Ring of 
, Cerebus! What is 
that thing? 


| said I'm 
workíng on it! 


And what, 
exactly, do 
you mean by 
“trapped”? 


... Because 
we're not alone. 


Well | never! 
A guantum 
nematode! 


You have invaded 
the Great Womb of 
the Star Worms! 
Your presence here 


. cannot be tolerated! _ 


Doctor! Just to make 
it absolutely clear 
- | don’t do worms! 
Got it? Just get it out 
of here, now! 


OD 
~N 
Ew Y Oh, good trick! 


Oozing through 
solid walls! 
Brilliant! 


iy 


You can’t keep them 
out! They can get 


anywhere! Every ship 


in here is infested 
with the things! Help 
us, Doctor! 


Look, this is all 
probably just a simple 
misunderstanding... 


f You are highly 
intelligent 
for an alien 


à vertebrate... 4 
b> 


a.. but that will not ) 
save you. All physical @ 
matter from the 
material universe can 
be consumed and used 
, for food. The Nematoid 
Horde will not go 
hungry! 


ME ru. 


Don't let him get to you, 
Volfus. He hates guns, 
full stop. But if anyone 
can think a way out 
of this mess, it/s him, 
believe me. 


Don't worry, you get 
used to it. Just do what 
| do - wait for the right 
moment and then come 
in with the killer idea. 
Watch and learn, mate! 


What does it 
mean, hungry? 
Do these things 

eat people? 


They eat anything. 
They're omni- 
energetic. That’s how 
they passed through the 
bulkhead walls so easily. 


But, | mean... eat 
people? Are they 
going to eat us? 


Not if / can 


Shooting them 
won't do any good, 
Volfus! They eat 
anything, remember 
- including blaster 
beams! 


| feel so 
powerless. 
What use am | 
to the Angrodox 
here? 


help it! 


^. Fools! Your 4 
energy weapons ` 
have no effect 
on us. 


We will - but 
not with guns. 
We'll fight with 
our braíns. 
But we must 


fight for our 
lives, Doctor! } 


Hang on - did you 
say ‘the Nematoid 
Horde’? Otherwise 
known as the 
Star Worms? 


How can you ^ 
know us? Alien 
vertebrates do 
not recognise 

b our species. 


Oh, well, | have a slight 
advantage on the other 
alien vertebrates. l've 
been around a while 
- long enough to have 
heard the rumours of 
the Star Worms... 


The only one ever known to m EE |... but now | 
have existed in our universe " apse 2 think | have. 
was the famous Star Worm Wee Pale OF ME polar bd. 
of Grothendar. A team of expedition on Grothendar. 
polar archaeologists dug its | saw ie eth knew it y A 
frozen carcass out of the Aan T belong there. l P" rue Nematoid Horde g 
major ice cap. It was the only i ; ; P” uide dsrval stage L 
example of its kind, ever. , à a aa L stamet uer om 
| never did find out | energy beings. We 
what it was, or where b A 
Í m  itcame from...” Eum aee ques 
| guessed that the thing 8 = i 
was of exo-cosmic 
origin - meaning that it 
usually existed outside 
our universe. 


Larval stage? You 
mean you're like 
caterpillars or 

something? Before 

you turn into moths? 


Yes! That's it! You're V P See what | akg 5s 
not the finished article, N i E | mean? learn, Miss 

are you? You're just » x Killer idea! 

the infant state. The = CoO - \ 

Nematoid Horde is a = 

vast nest of larvae 
- and the wormhole is 

the incubator! 


A It’s all getting a bit 
Your time scaleis ~ 3 clogged up in here. You 
meaningless. The 4 lot have grown big enough 

gestation period takes as | now to pieves won the 

long as it takes. Perhaps, "=H d ole s Mig " 
in your terms, it is millions Y : etween one side of the 
of your years. When we _ : galaxy and the other. 
are complete we ac 


RE = Result - traffic jam. 
will emerge 4 ` 5 c 


f 


Orion 
Starleaper 
and everyone 
That won't be for a long, dating oa tage 
long time - by anyone’s | 
standards. In the meantime, 
you've got a problem: there 
are some alien vertebrates 
- that’s us, by the way ' 
- using your incubator as a 
A Krzzk! Loud 
hyperspatial flyover. and clear, 
Doc! Kzzk! 


Fortunately, ! 
know what we 
can do to solve 
the problem. 


Ever 
heard of a 
catapult? 


n board the Stellion Gate Space Stati 


The Stellion Gate 
is reactivating, 
sir! The engineers 
don't know what's 
happening, but it 
looks like good 
news... 


Yes! We did it! 
Wefre back in our 
own universe! 


Thank the Star 
Worms! They used 
their own energy 
reserves to send 
us all back through 
the Gate! 


| thought they 
were going to 
eat us. 


My people are willing to help 
dismantle the Stellion Gate 
and set up some light-speed 
stations across Angrodox 
Space. We can work 
together, if you so wish. 


So the wormhole is 
incubating the Nematoid 
Horde. It'll take millions of 
years for them to hatch, but 
l'm afraid your hyperspace 
flyover is useless. 


That would 
be genocide. 


Pest 
control. 


Very well, 
Ambassador. With the 
Pack Worlds on our 
side, we can recoup 
the costs of the Gate 
and make a profit! 


So what do you 


About time! Every 
moment the Gate 
stays closed we are 
losing money. 


We could 
arrange for the 
worms to be... 
eradicated. 


Forget it. 

The wormhole is off limits 
to you and anyone else in this 
universe. I’m sorry, because 
the Stellion Gate was a truly 
fantastic idea, but it just 
won't work anymore - not 
at the price of another 
species. 


If they don’t, 
| the fur will 
think, Donna? Can SI ee 
the Angrodox and 2 B iio 
the Fatkats make ! 

it work? 


LLLI TT 
EHE INE 


A new adventure starts next week! 


THE BLACK HOLE GANG 


PART ONE 


This is the life, eh 
Donna? A perfect 
holiday on one of the 
great railway journeys 
of the world. 


Does that 
make you ‘Doc 
Holiday’ then? 


That meal was 
spot on. And 
here comes 
pudding. 


Ah, America as it steams 
towards the end of the 
19th century. It’s a time 

of excitement and 
optimism and... 


What was that? 
Doctor, look at 
Stand and them all. Are 


deliver, ya 
aan they dead? 


Firing stasis 
burst NOW! 
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My Sundae! 
This isn't a great 
railway journey 
- it’s a Great Train 


No. Held in some kind of 
ONA specific temporal 
stasis field. Whoever these 
bandits are, and whatever 
they're after, they don't 
want any witnesses. 


So, that lot aren't 
just bandits, they're 
alien treasure 
hunters! 


Weird though. What would 
intergalactic desperados 
want to hold up this train 

for? They'd hardly be 
after the local currency. 


Well | never, the last 

Febree Orb in the 

universe. So this is 
where they hid it. 


Sensors show 
the orb is in this 
carriage, but I’m 

picking up two 

readings. 


This is one of the most 
incredible energy cells ever 
conceived. Like a beefed-up AAA 
battery with all the power of a 
sun, squeezed into one fragile 
little glass ball. This masf be 
what they're after. 


Legend has it only one of 
the seven Febree Orbs 
survives intact, lost in 
the mists of time - until 
now! Which is absolute 

rubbish, of course. 


How can you 
be so sure? 


Well, I've had this 
other one in my 
pocket for ages! It's 
broken, mind you. 


Reach for the 
skies! We’re armed 
and extremely 
dangerous! 


In the wrong 
hands these 
orbs could be 


even more 
dangerous. Run! 


Why weren't those 
varmints affected 
by the Stasis 
Burst, Butch? 


Must be off-worlders, 
looking for the orb! 
They've split up. 
Sundance, you catch the 
human female, and I'll take 
the skinny alien. 


Made it. 
Come on 
door, open! 


Gotcha! 
Oooops...! 


Eek. 
Gerroff me! 


Ow. Ouch! This 

ain't good! Stop 

batterin’ me, 
lady! 


We'd better split 
up. Take this orb, 
get back to the 
TARDIS and lock 
the door. 


ril head to the 
engine and raise the 
alarm. No ofher 
way past that pair, 
so I'll have to take 
the scenic route! 


Everyone is frozen 
in time. It’s like a 
waxworks museum, 
only less realistic! 


Come any 
closer and the 
Just one more orb goes ouf 
carriage and... j the window! 


Just hand it over and 
I nobody gets Aurt. 
Hold it right there. Listen fella, we ain't 


, 


You got somethin got a heck of a lot of 
| want. time here before... 


Now that | wasn't 
expecting. Friends 
of yours, or the 
competition? 


This train is They flew 
virtually a sitting straight past. 
Shields too duck - they Where are they 
powerful. could blast us at off too, 
any moment! | wonder? 


Now, 
follow that 
starship! 


Nowhere good, 
if it’s the Black 
Hole Gang. 
Reckon you can 
pilot this thing? 


Brilliant! Full 
steam ahead! 
Shame | won't be 
an engine driver 


for long... What d'ya 


mean? 


| think they're 

about to blow 
up the bridge 
over the gorge! 


Aaaaaarggggghh! 


FIND OUT 


ET 


THE BLACK HOLE GANG 
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PART TWO 


What in tne Five 
Moons.... 


This lot must 
want tne Febres Oro 
even more tnan you. 
Loos like tney're 
taxing us op board. 


| work alongside 
Depuiy Sheriff Butch 
Cceittiode, and we were 
frying to grab the 
Febree Orb before 
the Black Hole Gang 
could get their rotten 
pincers on it. 


Hmm. They don't look 
hugely matey. Oh 
well, never judge a 
book by it’s... armour 
plating! Hello there. 
l'm the Doctor. 


The Boss don't 
care who you are. 
Come on out with 
your hands up. 


More aliens, 
BI right? But 
evil? 


Sure thing! And they 
were just parsecs 
behind us. If they've 
captured your friend 

and Butch, they'll 
already have the orb, 
and it’s all my fault. 


What does this 
gang want with an 
orb anyway. 


| don't know. 
Butch says they 

need it as a 

power source 
for some kind of 
super-weapon. 


WY Then it's a good 
y job I’m the one with 
the Orb! Cheer 
up, Sundance. The 
Doctor's bound to 
have a plan. 


If you insist. They're 
very deep pockets, mind 
you, so it may take a 
while. Bear with me... My 
favourite yo-yo, a conker, 
a Trigonic Vapour 
Nodule... 


Stop 
jabbering 
and give me 

my orb! 


Usually at this point 
l'd have some kind 
of plan, but right 
now I’m stumped. 
Any ideas? 


Quiet, prisoners. 
Scan them. One 
Not with these of these dogs 
plasma has my orb, and 
spears pointing | want it. 
at my back! 


Empty your 
pockets, 
alien. 


Alright, keep 
your scales on. 
Catch. 
What the...? 
You can’t just 
give him the 
Orb, Doc! 


Ah, it doesn't matter. 
Is broken anyway. 
There's a hairline 
fracture at its core, 
like a tiny riff in reality. 


So, really sorry 
and all that, but Do not 


you mus 5 well cross me! 


Ooh, you want 
to sort out that oral 
hygiene problem you've 
got there, mate! | know 
a good dentist in this 
time period. 


it” f So our trip wasn’t 
| Polar te d wasted ater all. 
of Polang 17. Krawz zu a cla 
Kra, you an’ the rest : v pa 
p of the Black Hole Gang 4 o the Rig. 
are under arrest. 
Wait! My scanner is 
picking up another 
orb reading, but nof 
from him. There 
must be a second 
orb on the train. 


Donna! I 
specifically told 
you to stay in the 
TARDIS! It would 
have hidden you 

from their scans. Is 
that my hat stand? 


Sorry, Doctor. When 
we realised the whole 
fraín had been stolen 
we thought you might 
need rescuing. 


Well, in future 
remember it's your 
job to do the getting 
captured, and mine 
to do the heroic 
rescuing bit, OK? 


\ It’s all in the contract. 


And now it is time 
to test its powers. | 
wonder if there are 
any planets nearby 
whose heart | could 
rip out. Oh look! 
Earth. 


Sorry, Butch. The 
female human is 
very persuasive. 
My capacitors are 

still bruised. 


Don't worry, 
Sundance. At least 
we'll get to see this 

sorry piece of kit that 

Krawz thinks is going 

to make him master of 
the universe. 


Krawz, | beg 
you, don't. Don't 
power up The 
Rig. Don't even 
insert the 
Orb, or... 


Behold The Rig. 
The ultimate in 
drilling and mining 
technology. Now | 
have the power to 
harvest the molten 
core of any planet 
| choose. 


That’s why you 
need the Orbs! 
Your new toy 
didn't come with 
batteries, did it? 


Or whaf, Doctor? Jawk, 
place the Orb in its socket 
and engage the drill 
sequence. The Black Hole 
Gang is now the most 
fearsome power in 
the universe! 


happening? 
Why is the Rig 
not working? 


The Febree Orbs go 
flat almost as soon 
as you plug them in. 
They are lovely, but 
basically useless. 


Captain. I’m picking WI 
up a massive power V 
drain from the ship's 

engine core. 


Once the orbs go 
flat they seek out the 
nearest nuclear 
reactor to recharge 
themselves, and 
yours is the only 
reactor around 
for light years. 


Enjoy your few Shouldn't 
moments of victory, we get a 
Doctor! Man the À move on, too, 
escape pods. \ Doctor? 
Captains first! 2 


Oh yes. 
We've got 
a train to 

catch! 


i did try 
to warn you. 
But you wouldn't 
listen. 


That'll be the Orb 

leaching energy 

from your ship's 
fusion reactor. 


You've probably got 
about 47 seconds 
until the reactor 
becomes unstable 
and explodes, so I'd 
abandon ship if 
| were you! 


Love to, Butch, but 
this town ain't big 
enough for the both 
of us. Come on, 
Donna, there’s a 
handy sunset for us 
to ride off into. 


Looks like curtains 
for the Black Hole 
Gang, Doc. Thanks 
for all your help. Hey, 
how'd you like to join 
me and Sundance. 


ac; A: C" Confirmation: Ly: Alpha 
AL ^ in possession of illegal 
: contraband package. 
» 


CitiZen 


's Arrest 


F, E ONE a 4 Excellent. The tracking 


\ Savka we planted is 
Planet Theta Magnon 7. working 
Terran year 3269. 5 - 


Keep on it, Gamera 978. 
Control to all units. | want 
this perp ID'd this time. 
n screw ups. 


Target Alpha located 
and verified. 


Target Alpha has made contact with j 

target unknown. Bzzk! Emergency jj 

Override: Sensors detect localised BOE This is Control. What's going 

surge in electromagnetic energy. : on down there? Camera 
9/8, report’?! 
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POLICE wat BOX 
‘Police Box"? What the...? = 
That isn't one of ours! All 

units, repeat ALL units, 
go go gu. 


Stick a coat on, 
Donna, there's an ion 
storm brewing. 


Oh, hello there. 
Nice parka. Very 
practical. 


Hold up, Doctor. Phew. 
One day we'll arrive 
somewhere and just 

stroll for a bit. 


Maybe he 
was just being 
paranoíd. 


Either that or 
someone was 
out to get him! | was right 
behind him 
and he just 
disappeared. 


Wait! Why is it 
people always 
assume I’m some 
sort of galactic 
policeman? 


Il lock up, 
shall |? 
What's that 
he dropped? 


P... P... Police! 
They're on to us. 
Run for it! 


| was ready to 
stroll. But that 
chap was scared 
of something, 
and | want to 
know what. 


Look Doctor. Fake He must’ve escaped 
fur, like on his through the sewers. 
parka hood. Right, c'mon then. 
own we go. 


Half! € you are 
carrying weapons of 
any kind put them 
down now and put 
your hands on 
your head. 


Time for one 
of our sfrolls, 
Donna? 


| could do with 
a wander, 
yeah. 


Lets get back to 
the TARDIS and 
figure out what's 


going on here. Can't we just 


drop it and 
go somewhere 
nice for a 
change? 


And leave a 
mystery hanging 
in the air, just 
when it's getting 
interesting? 


Way ahead 
of you. 


Oh no! l've been 
fowed! Aren't 
they supposed to 
leave a ticket or 
something first? 


Ticket! | forgot 
- your parka pal 
dropped this. 


Hmm. A clue... 

A luncheon voucher 
in the name of 
Obadiah Jones. 
Turning into a 
right little Velma, 


Hands up! This is 

a CitiZen’s Arrest. 

Get in the car and 
don’t make any 
smart moves. 


aren't you? 


Nice driving. It 
looks like you've 
lost them. 


Get in the 
car. They're 


still after us. 


But he's 
one of 
them! 


OK, so now we've 
figured out who you 
aren'f, who exactly 
are you, and where 

are you taking us? 


| don't think so. And 

without the TARDIS 

he's our quíckesf 
way out of here! 


There will be plenty 
of time for questions 
later, Obadiah. 
Thankfully | got you 
out of there in time. 


wrong, 
Doctor! 


Yes. Out of the 
frying pan... 


The year is 3269, and the TARDIS has 
landed on planet Theta Magnon 7, in the 
middle of a police raid. 


Ginzen S Arrest ü K. 


PART TWO 
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It was only supposed 


to be a book drop, Mr 
Trilby, not a rescue. 
This is him? This is 
Obadiah? 


It's him. He was at the 

rendezvous point, then 

the cops appeared and 

| had to improvise, so 
| brought him here. 


Erm, | think there has 
been some kind of 
misunderstanding. \'m not 
this Obadiah person, l'm the 
Doctor and this is Donna. 
Your friend escaped into 
the sewer system. 


Evading capture by the local authorities, 


the Doctor and Donna have been 
rescued by a mysterious stranger... 


So who's the girl? 
Obadiah works alone. 
We all know that. How 

can we be sure he isn't 
a CitiZen spy? 


| don't want to 
be rude, but 
is this Planet 
Fancy Dress or 
something? A 


| was wondering 
about that. | used to 
be a cape fan, but 
l've never gone in for 
spandex. These are 
replica superhero 
costumes... 


Of course! They're all dressed 
as famous comic characters! 
You're Captain Jingo, right? And 
Duckgirl/ | love Duckgirl - bitten 
by a Waskalee Wabbit and 
destined to save the Galaxy from 
the Fuddulem invaders! 


Brilliant! m a 
collector myself, of 
course, but it’s less 

fun getting first issues 
when you've got a 
fíme machine. 


We call ourselves fhe 
Thargs, and we have made 
it our mission to build a 
library of comic books here, 
safe from the Pulp Squads 
for future generations 
to enjoy. 


How do you know 
about comics? 
They have been 
outlawed for more 


than a generation. 
Of all the things 


to ban, why pick 
on the fun one? 


Professor Time, 
| presume? 
So, literature 
filed under C was 
banned. When did 
this happen? 


All sorts of literature 
has been forbidden. 
Cartoons, comics, 
computer manuals... 


Just after CifíZen 
came online. The 

supercompufer 
built to uphold the 
letter of fhe law. 


But there was a 
catastrophic error 
when programming 
the Literature Law 

into the system. 


Don't tell me. 
They forgot to 
programme it 
with the letter 


Doctor, l'm a bit worried 
about the future. Do 
Earth colonies ever get 


anythíng right? 


And with computer 
manuals made illegal 
as well, no-one could 
figure out how to fix 

the problem. 


We wrote many 
letters of complaint, 
but they were all 
ignored. 


Which is why we 

need to sniff out 

Obadiah before 
the authorities get 


But Obadiah has discovered a 
hard copy of Appendix xii/47/ 
C, the one clause that was not 
rogrammed into the CitiZen 


p A 
databanks. With it we can make to him. 
a case against the law, and 
all writing beginning with C will 
become legal again! 


Obadiah Jones is 
the name on that 


Not any old ticket. It’s 


In the one place 
a CitiZen luncheon 


where no-one will 


Then we must gather 
our forces and 
rescue him. To the 


ticket | found. voucher, only 
issued to CitiZen 

employees. | think | 

know where your man 


will be hiding. 


Where, 
Doctor? 


ever take any 
notice of him. The 
CitiZen Complaints 
Department! 


sewers everyone! 


Oh, for 
pity’s sake! 


— The coast is clear. 
E Wonderful. The See pisei Rae OmU 
7 oos! You really —À epartment is on level 
| 66. The Thargs will 


nd create a diversion while 
Mee At least we rescue Obadiah. 
we're in the ladies’. Let's go! 


One thing worries me. 
The CitiZen police were 
fracking Obadiah so 
they might set a trap for 
any rescue attempt. We 
should tread carefully. 


Take a token and 
wait your turn... 


Can you direct me 
to Obadiah Jones, 
please? | have a 


Oh my! : 
- complaint to make. 


| Greaf advice... 
in a sewer! 


Hold it right 
there, you 
Tharg scum. 


Obadiah? I’m the Doctor. 
We met, briefly. You 
dropped your luncheon 
voucher. You do know 
it’s best not to use your 
own name as a secret 
ou? £ 


By Jingo! Tharg 
Squadron 


No time to explain, but 


| need you to take me ! 
to the main CitiZen 

User (nferface, E 
and bring Appendix 


xii/47/C! 


Let me worry 
about CitiZen. 


Appendix xii/47... C? f Data issue cannot be 
Checking databanks. | resolved. Rebooting 
Impossible. This in Safe Mode. Please 
appendix does not exist. ' contact the Computer 

Case dismissed. Helpdesk for assistance. 


| think you'll find that 
Appendix xii/47/B and 
Appendix xii/47/D exist, 
so how do you get to B 
from D wífhouf a C in 
the middle? Where is the 
logic in that? 


He's shutting down. 
| can't believe switching 
a computer off and 
back on again works 
even in the future! 


Who seeks the 
judgement of 
itiZen? 


Yes. Hello, I'ma 
visitor here, and | was 
rather annoyed when 
my copy of issue 246 
of Duckgirl Adventures 

was confiscated at 
the spaceport, in 
contravention of the 
Fiction Law, Appendix 
xii/47/C! 


Who needs a 
Computer Helpdesk 
when there's a Docfor 
in the house, eh? 


Sorted. Now, is 
there a way out of 
this building that 
doesn’t involve 
wading through a 
sewer again? 


The Doctor and Donna begin 
a new adventure next week! 


<<) CT T 
THE LAVENDER HILL BLOB 


PART ONE 


NO! Wefre early! 
And ! was really in the 
mood for some live 
comedy, too. 


That's OK. 
We'll just hang 
around until if 

opens. 


By my reckoning 
this is 1951. This 
place doesn't become 
an Arts Centre 
for about 25 
years! 
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Sorry, sir, | didn't realise. 
If you don't mind, l'd better 
call in to the station and 
get a car to pick you up, 
what with this blob on 
the loose! 


Funny. | don't 
remember there 
being a police 
box here? 


What is it with you 
and the TARDIS? 
Sometimes you can 
turn it on a sixpence 
and other times... 


There you go 
- always something 
to do! Look at this 
headline, "Lavender 
Hill Blob Horror". 


| wonder what that’s 


all about? 


Mmm. Funny how 
the TARDIS always 
manages to land 
somewhere just 
when there is a 
hideous monster 
on the loose! 


...she has a mind 
of her own! 
Oh well, now we're 
here we may as 
well have a quick 
shufty around. 


Oi! What are you 
two up to? Don't 
you know it's 
not safe out for 
members of 
the public! 


Don't worry, 
constable, we're 
here on official 
police business. 

Inspector Smith of 
Scotland Yard. 


No need for a car, 
officer. Actually, 
the box is mine. It's 
a new experimental 
model. 


We're here to 
investigate these 
horrible blob 
sightings. Maybe 
you could give me 
a few more 
details? 


l've not seen it 
myself, but they say 
its 'orrible, sir. A huge 
watery blob, the size of 
a double-decker bus, 


with huge fangs, steely 
blue eyes, and wings... 


Hmm. Does the Suspicious 
air smell damp to you mean? 
you, Donna? A bit 

> fishy...? 


A] 


Oh! Where has 
he gone?! 


A blob with fangs, 
wings and eyes? 
Doesn't sound 
very blobby 
to me. 


Where was the 
blob last seen, 
constable? 


Down in 
Battersea Park, 
sir. Would you like 
me to show you? 


No, fishy. As 
in fish. Like 
Southend. 


Of course. Ozone! 
So our blob is a liquid- 
based life form. It could 
even be a shape shifter, 
which would at least 
explain the un-blobby 
a, wings! PC Marsh... 


Doctor, 
look! The 


Quickly, Donna. 
We can’t let it 
get away. 


Phew. She's not 
dead. Are you hurt, 
madam? 


Gone. Must've 
ducked into one 
of these houses. 
That same smell 
again... It has to 

be close. 


Oh no, 
Doctor! Is that 
someone's 
feet...?! 


There you 
go, Mrs...?. 


There it is. 
It’s heading 
back towards 
Lavender Hill. 


You wouldn't think 
a blob could move 
that fast! We'll 
never catch it! 


No, I’m fine... Has... Has 
it gone? The creature...? 
| was just letting the cat 
out and... Ooh, I've come 
over all peculiar. 


Is gone. 
You're quite 
safe now. Come 
on, let's get you 
indoors. 


Wilberforce. Edna 
Wilberforce. Thank you 
so much, my dear. | 
thought | was a goner. 


Edna, did you 
see where the 
blob went to? 


l'm sorry, dear. It all Y Edna, l'm going to 
happened so fast. 1 see if | can find our 
One moment it missing policeman, 
was there and but Donna will stay 
the next... ^ E NA here to look after 
X ss you. Is that OK? 


That would 
be lovely, 
young man. 


Constable 
Marsh? Constable 
Marsh, can you 
hear me? Well, he's 


definífely not here. 


When Donna saw the 
blob we were standing 
over there, the constable 
must have been right 
behind us just here, where 
these footprints become... 
Tracks! Oh no! 


The blob /s a 
shape shifter, and it 
was disguised as PC 

Marsh all the time. 
Which means I’ve left 
Donna in ferríble 
danger... 


— i wonder-when That's funny. | can smell 


Back at Edna's the Doctor will be that weird seaside pong 

Bs: 20 back. Seems like he again. But the last time 

left ages ago. | smelt that was when we 
were chasing the... 


= 


Don't worry, 
dear. l've brewed 
us a nice pot 

ft 


OCTO R S > 
THE LAVENDER HILL BLOB 


PART TWO 


Hold it right there, 
Edna. l've got a 
bucketful of soapy 
water, and l'm not 
afraid to use it! 


London, 1951. A mysterious blob creature 
is stalking the streets of Battersea. 


Donna is about to be attacked by the creature 


- but the Doctor turns up just in time... 
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What use is 
soapy water 
against this 


The soap will weaken the 
blob's surface tension, 
and then we'll have 
nothing worse to deal 
with than a big puddle. 


Doctor, please 
understand. | meant 
no harm. | was merely 
trying to scare Donna 
away, to give me time 
to escape while you 
were gone. 


Well, you did 


a good job! 


You're not going 
anywhere until | get 
answers. What are you 
doing on this planet? 


Trying to save it 
from destruction! 
Put the soap down. 
Please. I'll tell you 

everything. 


Go on then. But it'd 
better be good. This 
was supposed to 
be my night off from 
saving the universe! 


Our forefathers 
exhausted its natural 
resources long ago. It 
is nothing but a desert 
world now. We cannot 

survive there. 


So you aren't 
from Scotland 
Yard? 


If he was he'd 
have some rules 
to follow. As it 
is, he just makes 
it up as he goes 
along! 


My people 
‘colonise’ worlds 
abundant in H20. 
And once we've 
sucked a planet 
dry we move on. 


But some of 
us believe 
these invasions 
are incorrect 
behaviour. 


And each planet your 
people invade goes 
the same way. 
Basically what you're 
saying is this'll soon 
be the planet of 
the blobs. 


l'm a Time Lord. 
The Time Lord, 
come to think of it. 


Just a bit! What's 
wrong with staying 
on your own planet? 


| couldn't bear to be 
part of yet another 
colonisation, so when we 
made planetfall | deserted. 
| was seen by humans in 
my true form, and | had 
to go into hiding. 


Even one voice 
raised in protest 
can make a difference, 
Edna. Would 
you take me to meet 
your people? Maybe 
| can help them find 


another way? 
The secref base 


So how were - cre : 

you planning ; of an alien invasion 

to stop this wg force is under some 
I... | would face railway arches! 


invasion? 
punishment, but 
| suppose they 


We are but one : i 
entity, comprised might listen to you. 


of many individual 
cells such as 


myself. What could F | Chea 
p rent, good 
| do, alone? c transport m 
di Where else would 
you make your 
base? Edna, is 
there a back door? 


If we're going Eme | find it’s often best to 
to talk to fhem, > sneak in unnoticed and 
shouldn't we just scout around for a bit, 


knock and say especially if you've not 
had a formal invitation. 


Central 
Command. The 
The place 
Nucleus should be is deserted. 


This door t its core, right 
should be rare bak” 


guarded. 


And the floor 
is all wet and 
sticky. Eugh. 


Oh no...! It's 
Amuul. 


Either they're very 
friendly and love people 
popping by for tea, or 
something is wrong. 


Amuul, what have 
they done to you? 
| can still sense 
your presence Aghh. I... can hear 
- barely. a voice. Eduai? 
My cell-partner! 
| thought | would 
never sense you 
again. 


Those who weren't 
loyal to the cause 


| have returned. are gone, Eduai. 
But where is the Dead... Gasp... Amuul. Stay 


with me. 
bo Our Please! 


When you left, the 
Nucleus ordered the 
liquidation of all rebel 
cells, and advanced 
the colonisation plans. 
| tried to stop them, to 
fighf, but... 


Edna, we need to 
find out what the 
Nucleus is planning. 
Can Amuul help us? 


| can absorb what 
remains of his 
consciousness. There 
may be enough of him 
left to discover what the 


^ 
Lo ec E e 


EI 


The invasion has Where, Edna? 
already began, We need to 
Doctor. All cells are o know where. 
converging on one 
point, disguised in the 
form of humans. 


Your centre of 
government, Doctor. 
They plan to take the 
place of your leaders 
and rule the planet! 


Patch me 
into the Core, 
Doctor. | can 

show you. 


They're on the 
march. We have to 
stop them. 


If | can link with the 
Nucleus, there is a chance 


3 E | can seize control of the 
* : | Collective. But | would need 
OPHER CO PER to get close enough for our 


Seri ! CHRIST i 
x JOHN Ross ———— CARRER 3 " ý Then we'd better get 
; 9 à ing. Edna, ll 
Colours ALAN CRADDOCK i M JOE. ne Ree 
etfers PAUL VYSE. Song ES Se form again for now. 


| really don't No chance. This 
mind driving, is brilliant. And 
you know. no Congestion 


. | s —4 Charge to worry 
Doctor, in case | j about either! 


| fail, take this. J- AV We’re not 
You know what H— g SA 7 far from 
- \ Westminster. 
Edna, can 
you locate the 
Nucleus yet? 


Handy of the 

Nucleus to set 

up camp ina 
motorbike 

repair shop! NC 5 

You coming? NN We are close. 

^ NNN | can sense his 
hafred for 
humans. 


| hope it won't 
come to that. 


Pe, 


mr ERES 


Donna. | see him. 
Disguised as your 
Prime Minister. Bring 
us alongside... 


Who was 
Prime Minister = 
in 1951? ; JW C » NX EM Who? Don't worry, 
f À à 7 : il just aim for that 
boring baldy in 
the suit. He looks 
like a politician. 


Well done, Donna. Er, Doctor, 
Direct hit! | only | think we've 
hope Edna has the got our own 


strength to take problems... a ~ 5 
control. 


Kind of a frying pan we 44 Shame about the \ f 
into fire scenario bike. Look, Doctor J S 
really, but top points "y A)  - Edna and the ; 


for trying. 2 al / Nucleus...! ! 


^ 


* 4 
^j 
5 


Lf 
a. 


/^ 


" 
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What we are doing | sense your 
is wrong! | will no weakness. You are 


longer stand by alone. You are 


and let us bleed yet nothing, and | will 
another planet dry. A cum desíroy you! 


We can fight as 

one. Together we 
can subdue him. 

All is not lost! 


Noooo! 
Aahhh! 


Argh! Fools! You 
forget, | can call on 
the strength of the 

Collective. 


You are no : Be strong, 
longer part of the , Eduai. You are 
Collective, Eduai. not alone. / am 

Your objections are 
meaningless. 


Edna must 
be winning. 
The Nucleus 

has called for 

reinforcements. 


going on? 


The Collective is 
complete once again. Do 
ou still imagine you can we 
? defeat iss Ma ha ha. never beat you, but Ai pen 
Now, face our wrath! san | needed to bring the r 
, : * Collective fogefher, Doctor. It’s 
Ww ' one last time. fíme. There is 
; : no other way. 


| knew | could 


What does she 
mean? Doctor...? 


Hang on! Maybe 
there is another 
way. All | need is my 
favourite mug! 


This is no time 
to think about the 
washing up! 


Oi, Nucleus! Pick 
on someone your 
own size. 


a blob with a 75-foot 
circumference, so 


that might be tricky, 
but you get the idea. 4 


Edna, fancy a 
steaming hot cup 
of tea? | mean 
literally being a 
steaming hot cup 
of tea? 


| can think of 
nothing finer. 


How amusing! 
An indigenous 
biped to the 
rescue. Pathetic. 


Nucleus, before 
you invaded this 
planet, did you 
wash behind 
your ears? 


Only, you don't 
seem to want to 
listen. Allow me! 


happened? 
Is Edna...? 


Over here. Give us 
a hand, and don't 
spill my cuppa! 


l'm fine, thanks, 
and so is Amuul. 
Though living in 
a mug is a bit 
different. 


With the Nucleus gone, 
and the Collective washed 
away with the tide, Amuul 

and | are all that is left 


of our race. 


But there are two of 
you, and that’s enough 
to make a fresh start 

on a new world. 


PA No! Our collective 
f cohesion has been 
compromised... Cannot 
hold our molecular 
structure together... 


Just you make 
sure you look 
after this planet 
a little more 
carefully. 


| NEXT WEEK: The 


Doctor and Donna battle 
mutant sharks! 


Doctor, you know how 
sometimes things seem 
to go from bad to worse, 
really quickly? 


You get that too, do 
you? | thought it was 


just me! Why? 


- M Half my crew goes missing 


— n ^ ET in the dead of night. Then, 
Es | ( ( I () A 3 W E [i Se right after, you show up out 
: i 2 -— \ Y of the blue, fifteen days 


SHARK BAI- | 


Well, | think you 
should have 
another word with . 
the captain, ‘cause | We had nothing 
those fins don't | Co to do with it! The 
look friendly. ! A TARDIS didn't 
A m even land until 
this morning. 


Oh, that blue box you 
claim is seaworthy? 
Is a freasure chest, 
| reckons, and it ain't 
yours no longer. 


OK, I'll give it 
another go. 


Look, Captain, as 
g rn aioe á Sorry, can you hold 
much as we're loving \ P 
the authentic pirate on a sec? There is Not now, 


; thing really odd | Doctor! 
experience, we honestly Some . 
don't have a clum what about those dorsal fins, 


happened to your don't you think? 
shipmates. 
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ae ot 


Get your filthy 
tentacles off me, you 
scurvy... Arghhh! 


Well, at least 
we've discovered 
what happened to 
the missing crew! 


& 


We need to 
get back aboard 
ship. On the count 
of three, er... 
shuffle. 


That, or random 
interstellar coincidence, 
but | don't believe in 
those - unless they turn 
up in the nick of time to 
save the day! 


Whatever it is, 
it’s happening 
down there. And 
l'm going to take 


VON 
f NV E e ^ A 
O Ny 27s 


There really is 
> monsters tere. | 
| thought they just drew 
'em on the maps to 
make "em less boring 
to read! 


au», 


But they'll 
fear you apart. 


Captain, 
look out! 


They didn't hang 
about, did they? Talk 
about grabbing a 
quick bite to eat. 


Some kind 
of feeding frenzy, more 
like piranha than sharks. 
Or squid, for that matter. 
Behavioural as well as 
physical mutation. 
Very dodgy. 


Do you think it’s 
something to do with 
that power field the 
TARDIS picked up? 


1. | You have got to 


be joking. 


x 


Ta da! Time for a dip. 
Listen, those creatures 
are going to be back for 
dessert very soon. 


Get the rest of the 
pirates together and put 
up a oue Keep them 
occupied for long enough 
for me to find out what's 
going on and fix it. 


OSS MER NERIS LL 


| The Doctor drifts What have we 
ther (hase Mt towards the inky depths. here, then? That looks 
like a Jaeklo teleport 


seconds, lads! unit, and a malfunctioning 
one at that. It’s leaking 
a tachyon teleport 
field. 


Any sea creature 
caught up in that 
field could have its 
DNA mashed up 
with the DNA of any 
other sea creature 
caught up in it! 


my cue. Back 
in a mo. 


Luckily those 
creatures are 
too interested in 
a free lunch to 
notice a piece of 
flofsam like me. 


Now all | have 
to do is find out 
what caused the á No sign of any 
mutation, and other wreckage, so it 
reverse it. wasn't part of a crash. 
Must've gone faulty and 
been dumped here 
by a passing starship. 
Litter bugs. 


Suddenly... 


/ nd Sr: 
& b 


à 


Ouch! That'll bruise. 
But at least I’m closer 
to the teleport unit. 


If | can 
reconfigure the... 
That's weird. 
My legs feel 
all tingly. 


Oh no! The teleport 
wave is affecting me, 
too. I'm mutating 
into coral! 


Ricca 


Meanwhile, back on board The Intrepid Fox... P 
. We're surrounded, 


lads. What is the 
Doctor doing down 
there? Synchronised 
swimming? 


Shut it, you 
oversized sushi! 
The main course is 
off. How about the 
vegetarian option? 


What does 
this do? 

It's the spinnaker. 
An extra sail for 

emergencies. You 
just release the 

rope and it swings 

into place. 


| Hit the deck, 
lads, I’ve got 
an idea! 


Ouch! Not 
much time left. 
| can't feel my 

fingers. 


The neutron stream 
has been rerouted 


backwards through the 

magnetic buffers. Just 

need to hit the manual 
override and... 


Home run! That 
should buy us a 
few minutes. 


Cap'n, we've 
hauled up the 
wreckage. What 
do you want us to 
do with it? 


We'll load it aboard the 
TARDIS and dispose of it 
more responsibly... Hang 
on! Why are you wearing 
that haf, and did he just 

call you ‘captain’? 


They had a vacancy 
and offered me the 
job. Said | was pretty 
useful in a scrap. 


Oh. Well, ! 
suppose this is 


goodbye then. 


Don't be a lemon. I’ve 
promoted Pirate Steve 
to captain of The 
Intrepid Fox, and it's 
now the official sister 
ship of the TARDIS! 


Oh that feels so much 

better! Coral may be 

very pretty to look at, 

but it’s no match for 
a comfy suit! 


A life on the open 
waves isn't for me, 
really. Besides, 
l'm first mate on 
the perfect ship 
already! 


NEXT WEEK: A new 
adventure for the 
Doctor and Donna! 


ATTACK OF THE” 


MANGE MITES! . 


PART ONE + 


p MARTIN DAY. 

Act JOHN ROSS = Tes. 
Colours ALAN. CRAD ck ie 

de ES ee : 


The (International 
Space Station - or, 
at least, the International 
Space Station as it will 
be, 50-odd years into 
your future. 


We’re in one of the 
Russian modules. 
Iis a bit | expect the 
pokey! Amerícan sections 
are a bit more 
luxaríous! 


You're not 
wrong, 
stranger! 


l'm Truman Truss, 
leader of this here 
research establishment. 
| greet you on behalf 
of all the peoples 
of Earth! 


You do 
come in peace, 
don't you? 


Actually, I’m not 
an alien. I'm from 
Earth. The 
Doctor, on the 
other hand... 


Oh, absolutely, 
yes! We're ever 
so peaceful, : 
aren't we, Donna? Speak for 
yourself. | could 
murder a 
burger! 


Then follow me! When 
the scanners detected 
your arrival | told our 
chef to get some meat 
a-sizzzlin’! 


That’s assumin’ 
your alien culture 
ain't vegetarian? 


That's a bit 
complicated... 


Well, 
you're very 
welcome, 
whatever 
you are! 


Suddenly... 


J What's going on? 


Warning! Hull 
breach in Node 7! 
Automatic priority 
now given to Life 
Support! 


What do you 
mean? 


So perhaps 
we've been hit by 
something else! 


Why didn't the darn 
scanners pick up 
that meteorite? 


| was just asking 
myself the same 
question... You knew 
about the TARDIS 
quickly enough! 


Unless it 
wasn't a 
meteorite... 


Your scanning technology is 
calibrated for lumps of 
rock, other spacecraft, 

abandoned satellites - even 

a vessel like the TARDIS... 


Zax i 
se 


P 


7 


P 


| think we'd 
better take a 
look, don't you? 


Moments later... 


uL PTT 


Weil, there's 
your problem, 
Mr Truss. 


Some sort of 

space insect has 
found a weakness 

in the hull. Looks 
like they've chewed 
their way in, but are 
now plugging the 
gap with their own 

bodies... 


So we're 
safe? 
At least until 
you can get a 
repair team 
in place... 


... of those insects 
develop a passion for 
your burgers and 
start clambering 
down...! 


vau bee the : Without warning, some y/ 
man; cera R of the insects move and... 

repair team in j 

here, pronto! T" , 


Oe Oe 


ATTACK OFT 


The Doctor and Donna have found 
themselves on a space station 
orbiting the Earth, which is under 

attack from countless space insects! 


The creatures have punctured the hull 
of the station - and the Doctor has 
been sucked into space! 
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Yee-haw! It’s just like 
lassoing cattle on my 
pa's farm! 


Don't you worry, ma'am. 
People have been known 
to survive in space 
without protective 
suits for at least 30 
seconds...! 


He’s been 
out there far 
longer than that! 


{ Anyway, what 
happens after 30 
seconds? 


l'm glad 
someone's hoving 
a good time... 


Trust me. You 
don't want to 
know! 


Are you 
alright? 


Is as | thought. 
Once they got 
through they 
were trying to 
seal the hole! 


They're about 
the most 
benign invaders 
imaginable! 


You carry that 
thing around with 
you in case you 
get sucked into 
space? 


^ EE ED. V 


Actually, I’m 
trying to develop 
a portable 
cappuccino 
machine... 


That may be true, 
but they give me the 
creeps! They look like 
the cattle mange mites 
| remember from the 
farm - only blown up to 


a colossal size! y 


It’s something that 
saved my life. Wt 


stopped the air in my 
lungs expanding... 


Thank goodness 
it was in my 
pocket, Donna. 
! Keep felling you 
how important 
they are! 


Still, at least | got 
a good look at the 
hole in the space 
station! We need 
to get back there 
straight away. 


Where 
are they 
heading? 


l'd put money 
on it being the 
kitchens! 


Well, l've just had 
about as much as | 
can stomach of this 
particular ‘invasion’, 
Doctor. 


better de be 
going for my 
burgers! 


l've been trained 


to deal with 

intelligent life. 
People like your 

good self! 


Don't worry, Mr Truss. 
Your burgers are safe! 
They're only interested in 

the contents of your bins! 


But these mange mites 
are space vermin! 
And pa always taught 


me there’s only one Er adica tion! 


| \ treatment for vermin! 


Its time | got 
the boffins to 
make up some 
super strength ASE Before you do 
insecticide! K j anything hasfy... 
X Q Remember what we 
know about these 
creatures... 


They can survive |" UN Six months and 

in the vacuum of AM i every space station 
space, they mend in the solar system 
holes in metal, they will want some! 
consume rubbish... ee 


These ‘mange mites’ 
aren't a menace 
- they'll help the 

human race explore 

further into space! 


l'm even thinking about 
amazing, keeping one as a pet... 
Doctor! Never know when it 
could come in handy! 


Over my 
dead body 


And guess what? 
They breathe out 
oxygen - the very 
thing you might run r 
out of on a space ape keper i 
r] I S > 
station! sure | could find 

room in one of 
my pockets! 


NEXT ISSUE: Meet the Bonemenders 


| think it’s time 

we recharged 

our batteries, 
Donna... 


And | can't 
think of a better 
location than the 

planet Feu! 
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.. of the Ancient 
Order of 
Bonemenders! 


Feu? What sort Feu is the name of 
of name is that? just about the quietest, 
j most relaxing place in 
the cosmos! 


If we'd wanted 
peace and 
quíef we should 
have gone to i 
Bournemouth for Is also the 
the weekend! headquarters... 


The Order 

is dedicated 
to psychic 
healing... 


And keeping 
graves inside? 


But there's much This place is like 

more to them a hospífal and a 
than that! monastery, all 
rolled into one! 


Welcome, 
friends! We 
trust that your 
death will be 
as peaceful as 
your life! 


' They wear other ls it? | think it’s 
BEES bones? rather honest of 


That's siek! them, actually... 
Are those 
what I think 
they are? 


^ 


For we are ` 


but flesh and 
blood, bone 
and dust... 


I 
4 
4 


Terrific - more 
doom and 
gloom... 


It’s a ceremonial 
bell of some 
sort... 


| think we've 
been granted an 
audience with 
They're bones - ern 
of the 
the bones of their Bonemenders! 
predecessors in 
the Order. 


Greetings, Docfor, 
Donna... | am 


4. $ Cosmae, the leader d. À wili LU á , i = 
S of the Order. Please e 1 i l , | | | i g 3 4 li 
| | 


> come closer! 
s | E 
ò | "A "| 


ES 


: ATC EE 
How did Ex F 
lhe rai : h E Do not be afraid. Although, 
names? Oh, E B in the midst of life, we are à IL 
jd bon a of course in death... ( trap rac is is to y the 
: sick, and bring peace where 
N there is fear and doubt. 


| can see 
that you are 
anxious, 


Thank you for Yes, ‘welcome’. 
your warm and, Absolutely. 
er, generous, 
er... Just on the 
tip of my, er... 
Tip of my... 


Tip of my tongue! 
Yes, that’s it. Thanks, 
er... Thingy. 


Doctor, are you 
feeling all right? 


| can feel 
something strange 


inside my mind... What has got 


into him today? 


‘Go for a walk, er, 
Thingy. Stay near 
the Reminder, er... 
TARDIS! | mean, 
TARDIS!’ 


| think | need a 
little lie down! 


If the Doctor's Now that’s weird E T ; 
losing his marbles, - looks just like JA I? g 
what hope have the dress | was 
l got? wearing when | first 
met the Doctor... 


Excuse me...? 


excuse — 
Aaargh! 


BY ORDER OF THE 
BONEMENDERS 


PART TWO 


A holiday on the most relaxing planet 
in the cosmos isn't turning out as the 
Doctor intended... Surrounded by the 

members of the Ancient Order of 
Bonemenders, the Doctor thinks his 
mind is under attack... 


Meanwhile, Donna has 
encountered a sinister alien 
creature hiding in the gardens... 


And you saw this 
head thing in a 
wedding dress? 
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But when I looked 
properly the dress 
just became... a 
blackened shroud! 


Like something 
from a grave! 


Something very 
strange is 
going on here, 
Strawberry! 


Who's 
‘Brightly’? 


| think we 
should... 


| mean Cosmae. If 
anyone knows what's 
going on, it's... 


Hang on... 


Did you 
just call me 
‘Strawberry’? 


If lm still talking 

gobbledygook... and 
you're seeing wedding 
dresses and floating 

heads... Things are far 

worse than | 

imagined! We 

need to speak to 
Brightly! 


In the midst of 
dictionary, we are in 
platform. May our feet 
be as bountiful as our 
cabbages! 


What's the 
matter with him? 


| don't know, 
Strawberry, but 
l' determined to 
find ou... 


Look at this! 
Something's been : : 
interfering with E n i P It's the alien 
his brain! aa FP. i head! 


Strawberry, 
look! 


| - | It just looks 
This place just : | like a balloon 
gets more and to me! 
more creepy...! 


Stop! Stop flying 
away from me you, 
er, head... thing... 


Be careful, 
Strawberry! We 
don't know what type 
of mouse we're 
dealing with. 


Mouse? I 
mean alien... 


Perhaps I'd 
better have 
another rest... 


Moments later... 


You could have 
helped me catch 
that thing! 


What ‘thing’, 
sister? 


Why are you 
not at peace, 
friend? 


Is there 
anything we can 
do to help? 


Sorry, Doctor, 
| lost sight of it! 


And those 
Bonemenders are 
about as much use 

as a chocolafe 
teapot! 


QUT 


WHAT. HAPPENS 


NEXTWEEK — 


BY ORDER OF THE BONEMENDERS. 


PART THREE 


s The Doctor and Donna are 
i on the planet of the Ancient 
C 4 Sp — Order of Bonemenders. 


A strange alien head has been 

altering reality and sucking out 

people's minds - and now the 
Doctor has been affected! 


PENT 
ni 


Strawberry! 
Strawberry, you 
must take me to 

the Pasfry! 


Calm down, 
you're not making 
any sense! 
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Doctor! 
Something's 


attacked you! You musf take me 
to the... Thingy... 


You must 
take me to 
the... To the.. 


To the 
Reminder! 


Cosmae! What's 


Cabbage... 
Consequence... 
Pink... Boots... 


Hurry up, Doctor. 
The lights are 
going out! 


Doctor! What's 
happening? 


This... What Hang on, earlier 
we're seeing you called : Suddenly... 
now... (s... Real! the TAROIS 


‘Reminder’... 


Is that 
where you 
want to go? 


Strawberry! 
Watch out! 


We've got 
to... got to 


It’s all right, 
get to the... don't try to 


speak. 


You'll feel 
much better 
once we're 
back in... 


j 
A 


\y. 


J 


—— NN 


..Ihe 
TARDIS! 


Do you know, 
Donna, you're 
absolutely right! 


b 


The TARDIS 
protects me against 
most forms of 
mind control 


What was that It’s called a 


eoru Kra Durr - or a 
Doctor? Brain Worm, if 
you prefer! It's 
a parasite... 


| imagine a patient 
brought it here years 
s And it’s been 
feedíng on the mínds of 
the poor Bonemenders 
ever since... 


It’s been covering its Why were The Kra Ourr was 
tracks with a thick you talking messing with my brain 


layer of unreality... gobbledygook? - making me say the 
But it found it mach wrong words. 
harder to influence 
your mínd, Donna! 


But now it’s time 
to go on the 


Especially when you attack! 


were standing near the 
TARDIS - after all, 
that’s when you saw the 
brain worm for the 
first time! 


If it can mess 
with my mind... 


Then | can 
mess with the 
mind of the z af, « 
p I 
Brain Worm! a ; E. d 


Y Ec í 
ofS Sng Am, NT 


4 


V3 


"We should be able to send 
the thing packing!" 


Just my 
Thank you for your help, l little joke! 


Doctor. With the parasite 
gone, this will be a place 
of hope and healing 
once again! 


Oh, | couldn't E 
have done it c 
without the help of 


_ 
Strawberry here! 
ye 


^ 


A new adventure for the Doctor and Donna starts next week! 


THE ALICE IN WONDERLAND CIRCUIT 


The TARDIS is more than a simple 
machine, a mere vessel to take its 
occupants from point A to point B... 


It is a box of pegs Mit a sanctuary, 
the civilisation and 


the last reminder o 
technology of the Time Lords... 


SS 


WWW I 


But that’s not to say it never 
goes wrong... 
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Whoah! Well, Y 


that’s not 


A power spíke! The TARDIS 
i has rerouted the energy to keep 
What's the the essentials safe from harm, 
matter? but low-importance circuits 
are at risk of damage. 


One of them 
could blow any 
minute... 


The TARDIS is 
attempting an 
emergency landing! 


Doctor! | feel a 


Let’s see if we bit peculiar! 


can isolate the 
problem... 


w. 


i AK a Hold on, Donna! The 
What's bi pang. Seo S Ay Dimensional Interface 
happening to " à; Override - otherwise known 
me, Doctor? as the Alice in Wonderland 
Circuit - is broken! It helps 
regulate the interplay between 
the real world and the 
dimension within 
the TARDIS! 


| thought you said 
that the only circuits 
exposed to the 
power surge weren't 
important! 


Don't exaggerate 
- you're barely 
12 foot tall! 
Maybe 13. Tops. 


Still, it might be an 
idea to gef ouf while 
you can! I’m not sure 

how much longer 

| can operate the 
confrols! 


This is so 
embarrassing! 
| feel like a cat 


climbing through 
a cat flap! 


You can do it! 
What do you see 
out there? 


The TARDIS has 
landed us in the 
míddle of nowhere! 
There's a mountain, 
a little shack... 


And a fíny 
little man who 
doesn't look 


very happy! 


| don't suppose 

this little man is 

called Minos, by 
any chance? 


Doctor? Can that 
really be you, after 
all these y- 


We didn't mean to 
disturb you. Bit 
of an emergency, 
you see. 


l'm not normally 
this size, for 
starters! 


Seven years...! 
Ruined! 


How did you 
know it was me, 
Doctor? 


A seven-year 
vow of silence, 
ruined! 


Oh, | heard 
rumours that 
you'd become 

a hermit! 


Anyway, | should have 
guessed that the TARDIS 
would try to find you - the 
only man in creation who 
deals in spare parts for 

time machines! 


Past tense, Doctor. 
l've turned my back on 
technology and that 
kind of thing! 


We're looking for an Alice 
in Wonderland circuit. 
You must have one, 
tucked away somewhere... 


Well, | have kept Look, why don't 
one or two parts... you find us the 
You know, for old i circuit... 
fíme's sake... à 


...And l'Il mend 
your roof 
for you! 


At this size, 
it’ll only take i i : Be 
a minute... T TCR ig 2: ESA | My pleasure! But do 
ae ta eee aie Se warn me next time 
you're coming... 


Thanks for your 
help, Minos! 
Couldn't have 3 NEUEN 
done it without E A written 


you. ; note will do! = 


| keep thinking 
| should put the 
tiles back... But 
, lm so busy with 
| my meditation! 


A new story starts next week! 


Ok eo 
WASHED AWAY! 


PART ONE 


What a lovely day! 
Somewhere in the 
Myolthen System 
of planets. Just 
popping out for a 
shower, Donna! 
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No need, you 
could bathe in 
this water, it’s 


That's funny, ‘cos 
| | was about to 


—7 What's the 
matter? 


Waterproofs: no... 
Sturdy boots: no... 
First aid kit: no... 
Emergency rations: no... 
Ah, here's something we 
have got! 


Pneumonia? 


Would you 
settle for 
blisters and 
a long walk 
instead? 


Caught me 
off guard. What 
was fhat? 
A positive attitude! 
"Hikers must set out 
with the attitude of 


Some kind of : tt 
; : a conquering hero. 
tidal wave... but EN Thats A el 


on a mountain 
stream? 


Now, let's At least the 
see how rain’s stopped. 
we are for We'll follow the 
equipment... river and hope the 
TARDIS has been 
washed up at 
the bottom of the 
mountain. 


| need some 
warm clothes 
and a hairdryer 
from the... 


I'm sure we're 
going up while 
the river's going 
down! 


..treaddddd!! 


Hmm - hence 
these clouds up 
ahead. Careful 


They might where you... 
have built a Aaagghh!! 
decent path! 


Sheep! 
Of sorts... 


This isn't Hyde 
Park! Can't 
imagine anyone 
living in these 
parts. 


Phew 
- soft 
landing. 


They didn't 
sharpen those 
teeth on daisies, 
did they? 


That's my leg! Is 
it just me or does 
it feels like we're 
being watched... 


Ayeeeeeeeahh!!!! 
Haíoooooooooaaaaahhhh/! 


Where did you 
learn to do that? 


We lost the 
river ages 
ago. 


And it's 
getting dark... 


You stay here. 
l' see what's up 
ahead. 


Hashooooooshaaa!/! 


Donnnaaaaaaggghhhhhhh!! 


Anger Management 
classes. We shared 
the room with 
Self-Defence... 


...l think 
they've all 
gone. 


Coming, 
Doctor! 


Where are you? 


Uuuuuhhhh! 


Keep back, 
Donna! 


NOOOO! J 


OH NO! FIND 


T WHAT. HAPP 


WASHED AWAY! 


PART TWO 


On an alien planet, the TARDIS 
has been washed away by a 
huge wave. Unaware they are 
being watched, the Doctor and 
Donna's journey has led them 
to a dead end... 


You might have 
warned me! 


| was yelling 
‘keep away’, not 
‘come and join 
me’! 


Can't hold on... 
much longer! 
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Will a fisherman 
do? Name's Jeb. 
My spacepod got 
swept away further 
upstream... same 
thing as happened 
to you with that 


Amazing! Always blue box. 
wanted to be ge 
rescued by 
a cowboy! 


You saw 
us lose the 
TARDIS? 


Just a pity you 
brought us all the 
way up here... 


We didn't have 
much choice! : 
There was only one 
path to follow. 


The question is, . EM MEME ae l've seen some 
how do we get v [20 leo steps cut into the 

down to the river EH oon rock face. It'd be 
in one piece? st tt Vaca aO 2 dangerous, but... 


Been trying to catch 
up with you ever 
since. Figured there'd E — ub x 
be safety in numbers, E YA ou ori Better than 
and wherever my buo e C GRUND skydiving, like 
craft is, yours should Xo ES i we nearly did. 
be there too. PR 


Looks like 
rain's coming 
on again... we 
need shelfer. | 


And cold, and . "aH get the 
tired, and... ER picture. 


Nah - my home's Just like us. Must be 
Zentos 3. Got one of a balancing pool 
those inter-world fishing further upstream. Each 
permits. There | was, sittin’ time it fills with water, 
catching these fellers, the overspill comes 
when whoosh! Tidal wave downstream. 


So, you’re out of nowhere. 


not from 
this planet? 


"Probably a freak rock formation - i vu ; : P. " "P T r that 

some sort of crucible on a pivoting : A We A "ouod isi he farther bas 
piece of rock. Of course, when it's m hile itl push the TARDIS. 
raining the pool fills up faster...” 


Lets find those 
steps first thing in 
the morning... 


| suppose a 
hand rail was too 
much to ask for. 


Keep your 
feet at the back 
of each step 
- and try not to 
look down. 


There’s a village 
- | wonder if 
they’ve seen 

our ships? 


Steady on! . 
l'm all for 
enthusiasm, 
but... 


Swim, 
Donna! 


l've seen it all 
now... I’m being 
rescued by a 


Hold on to 
my paw. 


—— Very decent of 


you, thanks! 


i e. 


Just keep your 
head above 


Everyone 
alright? 


E All the flotsam 


The from the river 


TARDIS! gets washed up 
in our pool! 


Looks like you'll 
make it home 
after all, Jeb... 


... If we can 
bear to leave! 
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TET 
LE 


Good idea 
though, eh! 
Nothing worse 
than coming all 
this way on your 
holidays... 


Doctor! You 
didn't tell me 
we'd have to 
get changed! 
L 


complaining? This 
is the opening 
day of one of the 
ancient wonders 
of Galaxy 12! 


hefty admission 


fee to walk among N 
the ruins... M ; SS) || 


... paying the m 7) 


... and having your photos 
spoiled by a Slitheen in a 
loud Hawaiian shirt and 
Day-Glo shorts... 


Or Spandexian 
shorts - they're . 
| look like 


a sack of 
potatoes! 


This was once the 
stronghold of the 
Xenthas. And home 
of the Tifanoleum 
Army! 


Now that is 
worth dressing 
down for. It’s 
amazing! 


Two hundred 
and twenty 
warriors 
cast in pure 
Titanoleum. 


It says here they 
were dug up from 
the hillside last 
year! 


Precious history, 
turned into a tourist 
attraction. 


l've lost my 
Mummy and 
Daddy. 


They're 
statues! 


Yup - and they're 
also five thousand 
years old! 


Hey, well, don't 
worry! (‘Il help 
you find them. 
What's your 
name? 


LOS e j 
| Meanwhile... 


Oi! l'm not 
with you lot! 


i | could show 
B) you around. , 


Nah, I’m going 
back to find 
my friend... 


... Shouldn't 
you be wearing 
a robe? 


Can | help 
you find your 
way? 


Is alright, 

| just got 
caught up in the 
crowd. Flippin’ 

tourists. 


You are 
powerless to 
resist... come 
with me... 


Jeri, where did 
you last see 
your parents? 


Near the 
naughty 
room. 


Near the 
what? 


She must have 
come down 
one of these 

passage ways... 


There was a door with 
writing on. | wanted to 
go through, but Daddy 
said it was naughty. 
Then men came and 
took them away. 


Or at least, it 
was. Now, 
keep hold of 
my hand. 


A 


You couldn't have 
gone in anyway 
- it’s locked. 


Mummy! Daddy! 
Why can't they 
hear me? 


| think they're 
hypnotised. 
They're being 
herded into that 
machine like 
sheep! 


INTRUDERS 
AT GATE 12/ 


Doctor! Look 
what's coming 
out on the 
other side! 


What? They're 
turning them 
into Titanoleum 
warriors. | have 
to find Donna! 


TITANOLEUM TOURISTS 


Visiting the ancient acropolis on Xenfha, the 
Doctor has discovered a secret chamber 
where tourists are being furned 
into statues - and Donna is next in line! 


(ntruders at Gate 
12! Seize them! 


Jeri, wait outside 
- and don't talk to 
any strangers! 


| think we've 
stumbled on 
something very 
naughty indeed... 
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You'll have 
to try harder 
than that! 


Haven't done this 
for years - but 
when needs must... 


3 Sorry about 
He must not that, but if you 


endanger the will kidnap my 
transformation friends! 
programme! i 


Wheeeeeeeee! 


Let's get you to 
safety, madam! 


Come back to 
me, Donna Noble. 
You're free of 
their power. 


Here, what's 
been going 
on? 


Something l've 
seen before. 
These aliens are 
Teglafrons. They're 
converting tourists into 
Titanoleum statues! 


That machine was 
outlawed ds soon as 
it was invented. I’ve 
got to get inside and 
switch it off! 


Before they 

turn us both 

into garden 
gnomes. 


If | act as a decoy, 
can you get in and 
do your stuff? 


The stick 
insect has been 
eliminated. 


Reverse the polarity 
of this bit... give 
that a twiddle... 

say ‘Abracadabra!’ 

h 


Direct reversal 
- just what the 
Doctor ordered! 
Now to see if my 
theory works. 


Emergency! 
Emergency! 


The Doctor's 
done it! He's 
brought them 

back to life! 


Right, you lot 
- round up anyone 
who thinks it’s cool 
to wear sunglasses 
indoors! 


Aw, it was nothing! 

Now then, | need to 

dehypnotise this lot, 

while you organise 
a rebellion. 


How long ZA 
has this been 
This was the pilot 


going on? 


scheme. Others were 
planned throughout 
the galaxy. 


‘Have a day out, 
and get turned to 
stone for free!’ 


Be fair, Donna. 
Titanoleum armies 
aren't easy to 
come by. 


Our clients need 
exhibits for their 
museums! 


Using real people 
as art is an 
abomination, 4 - The authorities 
Teglatron! 2 here will make sure you 
É T never operate again 
- anywhere. Now, we've 
a reunion to organise. 


| do like Aw, but | didn't Pity - they've 
a happy even visit the got a closing 
ending. little shop! down sale! 


4 


MENA 


Hu m 


N 


ie — 


Then perhaps 
we get out of 


these robes and [Sy | i a ; —T 


into our own 


clothes? 


Right there! 
There's the little 
mouth, and the 

little nose. 
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Definitely a man in 
the Moon. Look! He 


just winked at you. 
! d Very funny. Why 


are we going to the 
Moon? It’s bound to 
be boring! 


Not at all! We can Who are they, , 
dress up as moon-men Doctor? s | dunno. Don't 


and wave to all NASA ON ; : worry, Donna, they 
exploration vehicles a, - é won't even look at us. 
that trundle by! p ea 4 We're just sitting 
Great fun! " MB y here nicely in a 
parking orbit. 


Attention vehicle! | ea l've never 
You are illegally parked in paid a parking 
a no orbiting zone! You ficket in my life. 
must apply for a resident’s ) Emergency 

parking permit or face l landing! 
prosecution! 


You could have 
just bought a 
ticket... 


To park in this 
boring bit of space? 
Its the principle of 

the thing. 


Another one of those 
traffic warden robots. 
Been blasted to bits 
recently, too. Someone 
else is here. 


Hullo. 


Its, is a flying " Nice day for 


/ 
saucer! On the a stroll. 


| don't know 
why we had to 
come here. There's 
nothing to breathe, 
nothing to do, and 
nothing to... 


It's... 
beautiful. 


Its a flamin 
nuisance, that's 
what it is. 


l've heard of 
mice on the Moon, 
but never 
elephants! 


Sshh! Hi, I'm the 
Doctor and this is my 
friend Donna. 


Hullo. My name is... 

um... my name is... 

itll come to me in 
a minute... 


Chevron! That's it. 
The name's Chevron. 
You'll have to excuse me, 
| haven't spoken to anyone 
else in years, so l'm out 
of practice using um... 
ermmm... 


Exactly! Those I qbus ] 
things. Words. i So what are Va Oh, just a bit 
Difficult finding the i you doing here, 21 of a long-standing 
right ones to Chevron? argument. ve had 
use in... "^s SA a disagreement. 


Sentences! 
That's them. | 


With fhem, 
actually. 


Attention! You are 
illegally parked in 
a designated no 
orbiting zone! 


The fine has nof 
been paid so your 
vehicle is designated for Ue j ; 
confíscafíon and will Ü y | i Yes, but 
be impounded forthwith * e s . NUM even so. 
until such time as... : = e: ; 


They're bored you 
see, waiting for me to pay 
up. We have been stuck here 
a while, about a billion 
and a half years. 


A billion and 
a half years? 


They're very 
angry. 


It’s a very 
rue Give or take 
a day or so. 


NES. 


3 Doctor, it's 
: T4 getting hard to... 
What? To \ TS i breathe! 
park in this CI TENE = > 
scummy part 
of space? 
Is a point of 


principle! 


Why didn't 
you just pay 
the fine at 
the start? 


, } t Your suit’s 
Thats what j M leaking oxygen! 
We've got to 
get back to the 
TARDIS, pronto! 


| said! 


Uh-oh, here come 
reinforcements! 


We've been 
clamped! 


DONN, 


Werte: ves 


"ES 


THE MAN IN THE MOON. : 


PART TWO 


The TARDIS has been clamped on the Moon 
- and the Doctor and Donna are trapped! 


Attention! Your 
vehicle is parked in a 
no-orbitting zone! 
You must pay the 
fine or it will be 


impounded! 


Sorry, mate. 
l'm a pure nitrogen 
breather. Don't 
need it. 
Hang on, Donna! 
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Then Ill just 
have to get 
this clamp off 
in the next five 
minutes... 


Hurry, 
Doctor! 


You're joking, chum. 
You'll never get it off. I’ve 
been trying to free my ship 
for a billion years and it 

hasn't budged an inch! 


This clamp uses 
intelligent nanites 
to repair itself so 
it never rusts or 
breaks... 


But that’s also 
it’s big weakness. 
The nanites have 
a highly intelligent 
3 sense of humour! 


So, if | beam a very 
clever joke at them Heehehehe! 
- the one about the Ahahahahaha 
4 two astrophysicists ` 
in a lift - they'll be too 
\ busy laughing to grip 
on to the TARDIS! 


Well, | never! | can 
hear chuckling... 


Now, if the robots are 
made of the same 
sfuff, | just broadcast 
that joke out of the 
TARDIS systems... 


Yes! Done it! 
Get inside, 
Donna, quickly! 


And, hey presto! 
What better way to : . 
destroy killj Will be impound- 
than with the gift eheehehehehehehe! 


of laughter? 


Designated parking 
z-ahahahahahah! 


There. Chevron's Doctor, it’s funny, 
free to go, and l've but this clamp looks 
fixed your suit. All exactly like Chevron's 
part of the service! spaceship... 


That's guife 
some trick you 
did with that clamp, 
Doctor - mind if you 
do it for me, too? 
With 
pleasure, 
Chevron! 


Heehehehehe! 


That huge dome 
isn't a spaceship 
at all! 


This ‘spaceship’ =< Na ^ Chevron's 
happens to be the ENEN So where's BEN |) spaceship... 
biggest parking UNSER i Chevron's : A is the Moon! 

clamp in the < sie ST} spaceship? LE Hu 
universe! 


We're standing 
on it! 


He’s starting 
up the engines! We've 
got to find him before 
he drives off! 


But it fs 
mine! 


Stop! You 
can't leave 
now! 


If you take your ship 
out of orbit, you'll cause 
tidal waves, hurricanes, 

earthquakes... 


What? You 
must be joking! 
l've waited a billion 
years for this! 


That's not my 
problem... 


Come on 
Donna, we 
have to 
stop him! 


Okay, engines 
up to speed, 
gravity buffers 
off... here | go, 
at last! 


You're not 
stopping me. 


l'm off! 


Doctor! 
What have you 
done to my ship? 


But...? Fm not 
moving! “m H 
still being held beak 
in orbit! : 


Me? Nothing. You 
see, if you'd bothered 
to check, as | just 
have, you'll see that the 
galactic parking zones 
have changed a bit 
over the years... 


You've not onl 
"bin sarapad b ... in the last billion 
those robots... years, you've been 
clamped by every local 


galactic authority who's 
looked after this part 
of space a thousand 
times over! 


Sorry Chevron. 
Can't help you 
deactivate the 
devices, But | can 
give you a lift if 
you like... 


No, it’s alright 
Doctor. Ill stick it 
out and argue with 
all the other parking 
à authorities for another 
à billion years. 
Its the 
principle of 
the thing. Am | 
right, Doctor? 


Couldn't have 
put it beffer 


S 


NEXT WEEK: Time Flies! 


PART ONE A 


It can be a bumpy ride 


This is when and where 
all times and places meet - 
a melting pot of here and now, 
there and then, what has been 
and what will be. 


Script TREVOR BAXENDALE 
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Just t = : ỌN | don't know what's 
of farbalsóce f / l got into the TARDIS. It's 
nothing to Worry / like there's some kind 
about. "/ of interference causing a 
< vortex bulge - or it could 
Oh, pull the = just be a continuum leak... 


other one - its F Lee , Hold on 
got bells on! ; — e - I'm going for 
D TEN ONE a ] an emergency 
materíalisation! 


| Suddenly... 


l'm Professor 
Eustace 
Krosson... 


Whoops! 
There we are! 


Oi! Are you the idiot 
causing that temporal 
bulge in the vortex? 


Awww! That's brilliant, 
that is! Look, Donna, the 
professor’s invented a multi- 
wave time-vector detector. 
‘Course, he’s about 200 
years early - no wonder 
the TARDIS threw 


Eline ene a hissy fit in the Vortex... 


| be pleased 
to meet you? 


cHnloLogies — 
T FUTURE PROOF 


Hold on a mo - 
is that what | 
think it is? A 

multi-wave time- 

vector detector? 


We've landed 
in the middle of 
next year! 


Talking of hissy 
fits, do you realise 
we're at a science 
convention? 


Erm, actually, it’s 
a hairdryer: 


What? No way! 
This bit here's 
a chronon 
discharger... 


You don't need a 
chronon discharger 
on a hairdryer. 


| was demonstrating 
the hairdryer when 
it started going a bit 
wonky. Then you 
appeared in 
that thing. 


l'm guessing it's 
some sort of fíme 
machine in disguise. 
It sounds absurd, 
| know, but... 


Typical. He'll / 
be talking techno- And he's 


rubbish for hours. completely 
written off the 


nearest loo. 


But you do on fhís 
one! It dries the hair 
by localised temporal 
acceleration, rather 

than a load of hof air. 


Could've 
fooled me! 


... but not half as absurd 
as a Tíme Haírdryer. 
Congratulations, professor. 
You've invented a time-vector 


detector by accident. Gosh! D’you 
think it'll sell? 


| think it'll blow a hole 
in the Space-Time 
Vortex. But don't let 
that put you off. 


Hold it right 

there! Now 

fhat's more 
like it! 


Hello, ladies. 
Welcome to Cosmo 
Cosmetics. There is no 
organic content 
and absolutely no 
animal testing... 


How about 
a demo? 


Hey - wait a 
minute! Where d'you 
think you're going? 
Don't just fade 
you're all fading 
away! Stop it! 
Stop ít now! 


They're 
all going! 


Certainly, madam. 
Step this way 
- it’s free! 


So am |. 
Make way! 


Donna! What's 
going on? 


Weird stuff, 
what else? 
Everyone's 

disappearing! 


The time-vector 
detector’s just 
gone crazy! 


Where did 
those things 
come from? 


d 


The detector's interacting 
with the local time-field. 
Look - it’s showing exactly 
what's causing everyone 
to disappear... 


They were here 
all the time. Up to now 
they were invisible... 

but the professor’s 
invention is allowing us 
to see them properly. 
And it looks like it’s 
feeding time! 


000000fy "sa 


MORE DANGER FOR 
THE DOCTOR AND 5 


DONNA NE. T WEEK! 


The Doctor and Donna met 
Professor Krosson at a science 
convention — and ran straight into 

frouble, as usual! 


The scientists are all disappearing 


- and now the Professor's time- 
vector detector has revealed an even : 
more unpleasant surprise... ; 


Doctor! What 


are they? 
The Imago! 


Parasites from the 

Fourth Dimension 

- sometimes called 
Time Flies! 
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Extremely rare. 
Communicate by vibrations. 
Useless for telling jokes, 
but good for a chat between 
dimensions. But there is 
a bad side. 


You don't 
say... 


But they grow by 
devouring timelines — 
sucking out the femporal 
energy from a human 
being until that person 
ceases fo exist. 


They'll do it over 
and over, growing more 
and more powerful. And 
on a scale of one to 10 for 
badness, that’s easily 
an eleven. 


How come Your time-vector 
we can see detector has 
them now? synchronised the 
Imago time stream 
with ours. They haven't 
noticed yet... 


Things 
could get 
ugly. 


You are 
kidding? 


During the larval 
stage the Time Flies 
are invisible, existing 
one second ahead of 
the local time stream. 

Brilliantly clever 
natural defence... 


That's it - they 
know we can 
see ‘em. Run! 


Runnin 
as well! 


Doctor, , 
they're running vods Aye 


l p 
pampan move it! 


Its pandemonium. | - | don't 
believe it! They've 


Good word, that 
- pandemoníum. stopped! How 
the hell did It must be some 


Say it five À 
nis fast! that work? kind of sound 
interference... 
| imagine. 
Always. Now 
say it! 


Are you 
serious? 


. . Spot on, Prof. Hit 

Pandemonium! Pandemonium, the right pitch and 
pandemoniumpandemoniumpandemonium! repetition and you 
can confuse them 

for a minute or so. 


Won't work twice, 
though, I’m afraid. 
| said they were 
clever. 


What are 
they doing 
now? 


Do you think They look like they're Brrrr! Feel that? Like 
waiting for someone someone running cold 
to arrive-- someone water down your back? 
important. Maybe That's the dimensions 
they want us to warpíng around us. 
say hello. _ Something's coming 
through all right... 


they’ve spared us 
because we botched 
their time-warping 


Hey! Let me 
E go! What are 
Oh no - it's ' you doing? 
the Imago 
Queen! 


No! Doctor, 

help me! It's 

got me! It’s 
got meeeeee! 


FIND OUT V 
HAPPENS 
XTi 


PART THREE 


The Doctor, Donna and 
Professor Krosson are at 
the mercy of the /mago. > 


The /mago 
Queen is feeding F- 
on Donna's time f£ 
sfream - sucking r F) 
away her very E 


existence! 


Doctor! Get 
this thing off 
me before | - 


AXENDALE 


Letters PAUL VYSE p |! 
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- give ita 
piece of my 
mind! Oh! 


She's gone! 
Donna's gone 
- forever! 


Well, you're 
right - it’s nof 
a weapon. 


But you're 
wrong about 
me being human. 
Actually, I’m a - 


TOO LATE, 
BACTERIA. THE IMAGO 
WILL THRIVE. THE TIME 
WARP ALLOWED US TO 
FORGE A PATH TO THIS 

DIMENSION. WE WILL 
NOT EASILY GIVE UP 


You had no 
right to do that! 
here was no 
need! 


y voworteerure  _ 
ME, HUMAN! THAT 
DEVICE I$ NO 


WEAPON AND | AM 


YOU ARE NOTHING 
MORE THAN BACTERIA 
TO ME! i£ YOU ARE 
FORTUNATE | MAY 


THE FEASTING 
| MUST CONTINUE, 
| UNTILIAM READY ] 
| TO Lay MY eces. A 


Lay your...? 
You mean, you're 
expecting? Well, 
congratulations. 
That's great news 

- for you. 


Its not so great 
for us, though. | mean, 
a million more Imago 
pupae arriving in this 
dimension, that can’t 
be good. 


Something 
wrong, your 
majesty? 


majesty had 
a touch of 
indigestion! / 


] They're letting 
us go! 


What's the matter 


with her, Doctor? Well, l'm not a 


medical doctor, 
prof, and | certainly 
don't know all that 
much about Imago 
biology... 


... but | can 
always tell when 
someone isn't 
feeling well. 


Look out! I 

think she's 

about to be 
sick! 


Yeah. Like a 
bad curry! 


The Imago Queen took Better than 
quite a risk eating you. . V that? 
After all, you're a time- 
fraveller. Your time 
stream's been in and out You acted as 
some sort of 


of the TAROIS, so it's 
femporal 


Donna! 
You've come 
all over the place - every 
emetic. 


back! 
which way and when. 


Oh my God, I’ve 
just been sicked 
up. From another 
dimension. That's 
got to be the worsf No wonder 
thing ever. you gave her 
indigestion, 
my dear. 


It’s better 
than that. 


Look out 
there’s more 
coming! 


She's bringing 
up all the other 
people, too. Well 
done, Donna! 


DISPERSE! 
DISPERSE! 


The energy cost 
of bringing all those 
people back has 
forced the Imago 

into retreat. 


Just let me dismantle 
this hairdryer, 
professor. I’m afraid it’s 
too dangerous to leave 


fully functional - the 
Everything appears 


to be back to normal. All 


the guests are accounted 
for and the Time Flies 
are gone. How can we 
thank you both? 


time-warping feature 
is what attracted the 
Imago here in the 
first place. 


Look! The 
other Time Flies 
are regurgitating the 
convention guests 
they consumed! 


C'mon, 
Queenie! 
Better out 

than in! 


That's right! 
Clear off back 
fo your own 
dimension. 


Of course, 


what you really Maybe not... 
want for giant 


Time Flies is 
a really, really 
big spider. 


Woah, now what's Sounds like 


this? Looks like a they knew 
fant holding a big how to enjoy 
7 all, with 70 teeny themselves on 
TH E Gl ANT S RI NG people hanging this planet. 
off him! 


PART ONE 


Who are you? Oh, sorry! I’m the 
Ah, the long lost Why do you Doctor, this is Donna. 
civilisation of Kolvax in trespass here? We're just lost 
the Zimenees system. tourists, trying to 
Always meant to pay work out what these 
a visit. Did you know it symbols mean. 
disappeared millions of 
years ago? 


Script JASON LOBORIK Er, yeah, | did, That's right, | keep 

Art JOHN ROSS actually. You told me telling him to shell 
| about half an hour out for a decent 

Colours ALAN CRADDOCK ago! | reckon your guide book, but he 


Letters PAUL VYSE memory’s going! never does! 


And you travel in this No matter now. The 
strange box? We were j future is all that 
star-travellers ourselves concerns me. | beg you, 
once, until our world was please take me to Earth | — 
destroyed. | am the last, where my beloved iia Weil, of course 
but soon even | shall die. master died. | anything we can de 
That's to help, Mr, erm...? 


ferríble... you 

must have been 
so lonely here 
on your own. 


| am Lorkel, 
the last Guardian 
of Kolvax. | hope you 
don't mind if | take some 
gifts for my lord? 


| don’t like this, 


Doctor. | don't trust him. 


Shouldn't we see what's 
in that sack before we 
let him on board? 


Donna, he's an old man, 
the last of his race. 
What do you want to 

do? Rummage through 
his hand luggage and 


confiscate any sharp 
objects? 


Amazing! We have heard 
Pure energy in 4 your plans, 
humanoid form. 

And hiding in 
solid stone! 4 


Doctor. You must 
not take Lorkel with 
you. He is ours! 


Well, he might 
have a bomb, or 
something. | dunno! 


È| Well, they say walls 
have ears, and now 
| know why! 


^ Stay back, you lot! La j 

l've got a great big F Yeah, like 
rock and l'm not that"ll 

afraid to use it! NC scare ‘em! 


No! Leave them 
alone. | will be 
free of all of you 
- for ever! 


You must... 
not... leave! 


Doctor! Donna! 
Run, before they 
recover! 


Phew! Thanks, 
you saved our 
necks. What 
did you do, 
exactly? 


l'm a scientist. 
| created a ring 
that absorbs the 
psychíc energy of 
the creatures, and 
directs it back in one 
massive pulse. 


Psychic energy, eh? 
Neat little gadget. But 
| thought you said you 

were alone here? 


He's attaching 
polarising stasis 
generators to 
those stones. Like 
he’s expecting 
trouble from them! 


| hardly count those 
creatures as living 
beings, Doctor. 
| suppose you might 
call them ghosts. They 
have haunted me for 
centuries! 


Now, here are the 
coordinates you need. 
Please, you must 
hurry - my time is 
running out! 


Wow, standing 
stones! Reminds me | , 
of a school trip to And what did 
Stonehenge. you learn that 
day? 


Not much. | scoffed my 
packed lunch on the coach, 
then spent the whole day 
being sick. Never touched 
crab paste since. 


Okay, Lorkel, it’s time 
for some answers. 
What's going on? What 
exactly has fhís place 
got to do with your 
master? 


You fool. Taken in by 
an old man's sob story! 
Lord Takurthi is my 
greatest ever experiment, 
and he will live again! If 
you try to stop me... 


Who are you talking 
to? There's no-one 
here! This place 
must be thousands 
of years old! 


... | will 
destroy you! 


Oh, my head. My 
brain’s turned to 
marshmallow. Why is 
the ground shaking? 
You don't get 


earthquakes in 
England! Or do you? 4 


You're mad! 
The Doctor 
helped you! 


Master, you are alive. 
After thousands 
of years, my 
experiment is still 
a success! 


He's lost it. Ws 
like he’s trying to 
summon something 
from under the 
ground. 


Silence! Master, 
hear me! Your 
servant, Lorkel, 
has come to set 
you free! 


Who knows 
what's 
underneath here! 


| am Takurthi. 

My endless sleep 

is over. Now all 
must die! 


^ n 
| gems I! don’ ‘eve it! | Lorkel wanted them 
d ( ( I [ y s W H - dn = is Mida rds i out of the way, which 


; —— means they might 

ig d Di be on our side! If 

A / on Kolvax! | can just free it by 

THE Gl NT S RING | deactivating this 


generator... 


— 


PART TWO 8 


My head... such 
pain... what's 
happening? 


Good, he's feeling 
peaky. No wonder, after 
oversleeping a few 
thousand years! Now, 
| want a look at those 
stones that Lorkel was 
fiddling with. 


WHAAAAAAAA! 


Oh. | was hoping 
you were going to 
say, ‘Run for it!” 
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Hello, big fella, Silence! You sound 
how's the headache? like a fool, but | can 
| always get one sense you're a man 
if | stand up too of intelligence and 
quickly, or sing power. Do you know 
foo loudly, or.. f who | am? 


Nope. Never 
heard of you. 


| am Takurthi. 
The greatest star 

warrior Kolvax 

has ever seen. 


...ho army that | could 
not overcome. | was the 
supreme conqueror! 


| can believe it. You 
must have squashed 
the lot of them without 
even noticing, thanks 
to those big fat 


There was no battle fleet 
in our ay that could 
stand against me... 


They followed me here 
and captured me. Their 
human slaves buried 
me alive! Now they 


must all die! 


feet of yours. 


But who trapped 
you in the end? 


My own people! 
They feared 
me, believing | 
was going to fake 
over Kolvax! 


And | can guess the rest. Doctor! | think Takurthi, put me 


This stone circle was built kel ; $ 
over thousands of years. Lor a dd pied sped 


Not just a great monument 
to Lord Takurthi, but solid 
and heavy enough to 
prevent you from ever 
escaping! 


Except, of course, 
people nicked the 
stones over the 
years... so not exactly 
the most effective 
prison ever! 


Very well, he is a 
faithful servant. 
He created me as 
| am now. But do 
not trick me! 


Too late, he's gone. He was What has 
a scientist, remember? Must happened? Why 
Lorkel, listen have experimented with does Lorkel not bow 
Kolvaxian biology and down before me? 


to me. Takurthi’s 
mad! You must growth hormones... 


tell me about this 
experiment! 
He... must 
" I H t d 
live! He is my o The result... 


piura r He created an 
achievement. ı totally unstoppable, 
! power-mad, warrior 
1 the size of an 
offíce-block! 


What does E fu = l'm sorry, my lord. 
he mean? Lorkel was old, there 
was nothing | could do 
for him. As your new 
servant, may | have 
the great ring? 


M Phew, he might be ^ 
bíg, but he certainly 
i isn't clever! 


No revenge for 
you after all, Takurthi. 
The ring might have 
summoned you, 
but ! can use it to 
defeat you! 


My new servant? 
| like that. | like that 
very much! Very 
well, you may. 


No! I shall 
destroy you, 
Doctor! 


Here, setting 468. ; : i f 
Point it at died of the E gsm j 
generators. You've = 
got to free those 
creatures! 


Your people didn't A nice try, Doctor, 
stop with the stones, but five jailers 
Takurthi! Lorkel knew cannot hold me! 
they'd left jailers to l Where are the 

guard you, as well! a others? 


There you 
go, mate! 


Of course! Lots 
of the stones are 
missing... 


... Which is why 
| always try to 
have a Plan B 
up my sleeve! 


Perfect for 
shrinking creatures 
with an artificially 
altered biology! 


| don't believe 
it! You got rid 
of him, just like 
that! What about 
the stones? 


| was just going 
to ask these bright 
sparks if they’d 
help. It’s their home, 
after alll. 


Clever things, 
these inventions 
of Lorkel’s. Perfect 
stasis generators, but 
if you divert the flux 
relay like this, re-route 
the power... 


... hey presto! You 
get a molecular 
de-stabiliser' 


Hang on, Doctor, 
what if they don't 
put them back in 

the right place? 


Hopefully they will. 
If not, it’s bound 
to confuse a few 
archaeologists! 


Of course we will, 
we have no other 
purpose now! 


^N 


Christmas, Victorian 
style! Buckets of snow; 
chestnuts roasting 
over hot coals; little 
Dickensian tykes picking 
a pocket or two! 


You promised me a 
shopping trip! How am | 
supposed to get Gramps a 
decent present in the olden 
days? He really wanted 
that voice-changing toy! 
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Aha! It isn't the olden days, 
it’s next Christmas! And 
we're in a garden centre! 


This is brilliant. 
Their Santa’s grotto is 
supposed to be even better 
than the real thing. | think 
ll be the judge of that! 
Fancy paying it a visit? 


Well, let’s have a 
look around, then! 


No thanks. Santa 
gives me the 
creeps these days. 
l'm just going to 
shop till | drop. 


Several discarded gift ideas later... 


Eugh, would you 
| just look at these 
j slippers! So 

facky. Perfect 
for Nerys! 


What? Is this some 
kind of joke? Do 
you work here? Is 

that a cosfume or 

something? 


An alien on Earth 
at Christmas. 
Don't they ever 
have anything 
better to do? 


What in the 
name of...? 


Help me! 
Please, help 
me! 


This will be hard for you 
to comprehend, but | am 
a stranger to this world. 
lam pursued by enemies 
from the stars, who seek 
only my destruction. 


Arghh! | am 
wounded. 


Oh my god, you're 
hurt. And you're 
actually made of 
snow! Hold on to me, 
| know someone who 
can help. l'Il take you 
to him. 


Hello, what's going 

Run f. " on here? Presents 

"iod not up to scratch? 
your lives! 


This isn’t worth 
a tenner an 
hour. | quit! 


Actually, that’s not far W 
off. Reindeer could bea fe Well, he’s obviously 
shade greener, and with not the real Santa. Way 
a couple more legs, but too skinny. Suppose l'd 
otherwise I’m impressed. better check out what 
the problem is. 


That's weird. l'm 


picking up the energy 
signature of a teleport 

vortex, right at the 

heart of the grotto. 


Restrain the Demon, capture our foe, 
And then it’s back to our ship we'll go. 
That we caught him with ease, 
Thank the Galactic Bauble. 


Hello! You're a Otherwise it could have been utterly awful! 


cheery looking 

bunch! I take it 
you're not Santa’s 

regular elves? 


Soon, aboard the 
Pixeez starship... 


| keep telling you, I’m 
not this Snowdemon 
bloke. Look, I’m all 
fleshy and boney, not 
even a little bit snowy. 


You don't speak like 
that all the time do 
you? And what is 
it you're chasing, 
anyway? This 
Snowdemon thing? 


| don't want to be rude, 

but could you drop the 

rhyming thing please? 
It’s a bit off-putting. 


Sorry. Captain, we have 
hacked into the CCTV 
network and located the 
creature. It has taken an 
Earth female prisoner. 


'Q 


VAXAELUAVAVEAVA VAVA VA 


WRRRERY 


Doctor, you've 
got to help. I’ve 
met this alien, and 
he’s in trouble. 


He speaks the truth, 
He speaks no lie. 
| fear our efforts 
have gone awry! 


Sa 


bid IIT] 


A foul beast, 
A dreaded monster. 
Its crimes unspeakable, 
Our task to capture. 


If | Know Donna, 
she wouldn't have 
just let herself be 

captured. Not 

without shouting the 
house down. | think 
she's helpíng him! 


The woman is 
in league with 
the demon? 


Hardly! Get it 
together boys, 


Hello, Donna! I 
thought you'd 
probably be 
looking for me... 


| Af last. Take 
me to your 
space vessel. 


| 


| 


l've got a plan. | 


Let's get x RARRRR! 


A i , 
nim, lads! You'll never 4 Oi, Frosty! Put my 


take me alive. E] — friend down or face 
The consequences. 


| don't 
fhínk so. 


Christmas! | 
Help! a 


! You're trapped in the hothouse, | 
| and I’ve just turned the heating to 
| full power. The Pixees will mop 
you up and take you back for trial. 
Sorry about this Donna, but you 
might get a bit sweaty! 


Ha, dead end! Talk 
about a turkey - the 
Doctor’s gonna give 
you a right roasting 
when he catches up 

with us. 


Shut your gibbering 
mouth, human female. 
Wait, the temperature 

is rising. What is | 
happening? I’m melting! | 
l'm melting! | 


Later, at the garden centre's 
Christmas Bumper Buffet... ] 
: Never mind, Donna. 
Stop dripping and have 
a mince pie. Happy 
, Ki Christmas everybody! 

m soaking, 
Pw and | still didn’t g 
ENS findapresent E 
for Gramps. 


The End! Next issue, the | 
Doctor makes a new friend! ® 


Boe 


